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TO THE P0BMC* 



^0 new Publication awakent lels curiofity tlxan 4 
volume of Mifcellaneous Poems by an unknown Au'^ 
thor. Under this dxfadvantage, (among many diC- 

c6uragemeilt8 more which' need Sidt't)^ named,) the 

• » . • 

following trifles are offered to the worldfj-^yet if they 
have merit they cannot be entirely overlooked; if 
|hey have none they will be juIUy negle^ed. 

The WANnzRBiL of SwiTZjyiLA^n, the £rft, 
ftnd longed eUay in this colledtion, has a peculiar 
claim on the liberality of criticifm. Whatever its 
fzie or its character may be, it is neither written in 
the fpirit, nor after the manner of any preceding Poet« 
An heroic fubjeA is celebrated in a lyric meafure, on 
a dramatic plan. To unite with the majefty of epic 
CoDgjthc fire, rapidity and comptellioA of the odeiwd 



i; *5. } 

give to both the grace and rarkty of earneft impaf- 
Coned ^onvenTation, would he nn en]Rrgemeat of the 
boundaries of PamaiTus. In fuch an adventure, fuc« 
ceii would be immortality. ; and failure itfelf, in the 
prefent inflance, is confeprated by the boldnels of tho^ 

^ > * • • • * 

firJft attempt. Under thefe circumftances, the Wan-** 
DfRER OF Switzerland will be hofpJtaWy received 
by every lover of the Mvfes : and though the Poet . 
may have been as unfortunate as his Hero, the infir-*. 
inities of botli will be forgiven for the courage which 
each has djfplayed. The Hiilorical fa(5U alluded Xm.^ 
in this narrative may be found in the Supplement U 
Cmce\ Traveh, and in. P/attta^s ffi/fory of the HelvttU 
Confederacy* 

It is proper to obferve, that many of the fmaller^ 
Pieces have already appeared in the Poetical Regi5-i , 
T^R, and other periodical publications : the favour 
lyhich a few of thefe anonymouHy obtained gave birjh^ 
tp the prefent vQluniCi 
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WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND, 



A Poem. 



IN SIX PARTS. 
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fTANDERER OF SWITZERLAND. 



Part I. 



A Wanderer of SmTZSRLJND and ih Family, eonjifling of 

bis Wifcy his Daughter and her young Children, emigrating 

from their Country ^ in confequence of its fubjugation by the 

French, in 1798, arrive at the Cottage of A Shepherv^ 

beyond the frontiers, where they are hofpitably entertained" 

Shepherd. Wanderer! whither doft thou roam? 
Weary Wanderer, old and grey ! 
Wherefore haft thou left thine home, 
Ift the funfet of thy day ?" 



12 THE WANDEREK. 

JVanderer. ** In the fun(ct of my day. 
Stranger ! I have loft my home : 
Weary, wandering, old and grey. 
Therefore, therefore do I roam. 

Here mine arms a Wife enfold, 
Fainting in their weak embrace ; 
There my daughter's charms, behold. 
Withering in that widow'd face. 



Thefe her infants,?— O their Sirc> 
Worthy of the race of TELL, 
In the battle's fierceft fire, 
—In his country's battle, — fell i 



» 



Shep. " Switzerland then gave thee birth ?'*" 
H^aad. " Aye, — 'twas Switzerland of yore ; 

But, degraded fpot of earth ! 

Thou art Switzsrlamo do morf. 



Of SWITZlERLAND. (3 

O^er thy mountains, funk in blood, 
Are the waves of ruin hurl'd ; 
Like the waters of the flood. 
Rolling round a buried world.'* 



S/jep. *< Yet will Time the deluge Hop ; 

Then may Switzerland be bleft : 
On St. Gothard's* hoary top. 
Shall the Ark of Freedom reft." 



IFand, " No ! —Irreparably loftj 

On the day that made us flave«> 
Freedom's Ark, by tempefts toft^ 
Founder'd in the fwallowing waves. 



99 



• St, Gotharh is the name of the hlghfji Mountain in 
the Canton of^ 1/rIj the birthplace of Swift Independence, 



14^ THE WAHPBKB«. 

Sbef* . ^ Welcome^ Wanderer as thou arty 
AH my bleffings to partake ; 
Yet tltfice-welcome to my heart. 
For tl^e injiured country's fake* . 

On the weftem hills afar, 
Evenmg lingers with delight. 
While ihe views her favourite ftar, , 
Brightening on the brow of night« 

Here, tho* lowly be my lot. 
Enter freely, freely ihare 
All the comforts of my cot. 
Humble ihelter, homely fare. 

■ Spoufe ! I bring a fufFering gueft,* , 
With his family of grief ; 
Bid the weary pilgrims reft, 
Yield, O yield them fwect relief.** ' 
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OF 8WITZBRLAK0*' 1$ 

Shep^s Wifi. « I will yield them fwcet «licf-; 
Weary Pilgrims ! welcome here'; 
Welcomei &mily of grief ! 
Welcome to my warmeft cheer.'* 

Wand. '* If the prayers of broken hearts 
Rife acceptable abovcy 
Pitying lEIeaven will take our partst; 
Helping Heaven reward your love 






Shep. *^ Hafte, recruit the failing fire» 
High the winter-faggots raife: 
See the crackling flames afpire % 
O how cheerfully they blaze S 

Mourners! now forget your careS 
And till fupper-board be crown'd^ 
Cloiely draw your fire-fide chau-sf 
Form the dear domeftic round/' 
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us THE WANDERSK 

fFand* "Hoft ! thy fmiling daughters bring, 
Bring thofe rofy lads of thine ; 
Let them mingle in the ring, 
With thcfe poor loft babes of -mine.*' 

Shep, ** Join the ring, my girls and boys; 
This enchanting circle, this 
Binds the focial loves and joys^ 
'Tis the fairy-ring of blifs 1" 

JVand. <* O ye loves and joys ! that fport 
In the fairy-ring of blifs. 
Oft with me y^ held your court; 
I had once an home like thisi 

Bountiful my former lot 
As my native-country's rilk ; 
The foundations of my cot 
Were her everlafting hills. 



«T SWITZERLAND. 17 

But thofe ftrcams no longer pour 
Ricii abundance round my lands ; 
And my father's cot no more 
'On my father*8 mountsun ftands. 

By an hundred winters piled, 
When the Glaciers,* dark with death, 
Hang o'er precipices wild, 
Hang,— fufpended by a breath : 

If a pulfe but throb alarm, 
Dafli'd down dreadful in a trice, 
—For a pulfe will break the charm,-— 
i^adlong rolls the rock of ice : 

• More properly the AvALANCHSS ; immenfe accumulations 
■^f ice and fnoiv, balanced on the verge of the mountains, in 
fuchfubile fufpence, that in the opinion of the natives, the 
4read of the traveller may bring them down in dejlru^lon upon 
him. The Glacisrs are more permanent majfes of ice, and 
formed rather in the vallies than on thefummits oftheAlps, 
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18 THE WANDERER 

Struck with horror ftiffand pale, 
When the chaos breaks on high^ 
All that view it from the vale, 
All that hear it coming, die :— « 

In a day and hour accurft. 
O'er the wretched land of TELL, 
Thus the Gallic ruin burft. 
Thus the Gallic glacier felir 



i» 



Shep* " Hufh that melancholy ftrain ; 

Wipe thofe unavdling tears :" 
Wand. " Nay, — permit me to complain-; 

^Tis the privilege of years: 

*Tis the privilege of woe, 
Thus her anguilh to impart : 
And the tears that freely flow 
Eafe the agonizing heart." 



OF SWITZERLAND. Jd 

Sbep. *< Yet fufpend thy griefs awhile : 
See the plenteous table crown'd ; 
And my wife's endearing fmile 
Beams a rofy welcome round* 

Cheefe from mountain-dairies preft» 
Wholefome herbs, nutritious root8» 
Honey from the wild-bee's neft> 
Cheering wine, and ripen'd fruits : . 

Thefe, with foul-fuftaining breads 
My paternal fields afford ; 
On fuch fare our fathers fed ; — 
Hoary Pilgrim! blefs the board.'*^ 



KHUOt THS PIRST PART, 
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ens 



irJKDERER OF STFITZERLJKD. 



Part 11. 



After /upper ^ TflB Jf^ANDEKER, at the deftre of bis Hof, re^ 
iates theforroivs andfujerings of bis Country ^ during tbe 
invajion and con^ueB of it by tU. Frencby in eonneetton tviih 
bis onunfory. 



Sbejf/ W anderer! bo wM with griefs and years^ 
Wanderer, with the cheek fo pale ! 
O give language to thofe tears ; 
Tell their melancholy tale.'' 

Wan^> " Stranger-frfend ! the tears that flow 
Down the channels of this check. 
Tell a myftery of woe^ 
Wiiich DO human tongue can fpcak. 



THE WAMDEKER, &:C. 21 

Not the pangs of " Hope deferr'd" 
My tormented bofbm tear : 
—On that tomb of Hope interr'd 
Scowls the fpedhre of Defpair. 

—Where the Alpine fommits rife. 
Height o'er height ftupendous hurl'd ; 
Like the pillars of the ikies, 
Like the ramparts of the world : 

Bom in Freedom's eagle neft, 
Rock'd by whirlwinds in their rage, 
Nurfed at Freedom's ftormy breaH, 
Lived my Sires from age to age. 

High o'er Underwalden's vale, 
Where the foreft fronts the mom ; 
Whence the boundlefs eye might fail 
O'er a fea of mountains borne : 



22^ THE WANDERI& 

There my little native cot 
Pecp*d upon my father's farm t 
— O it was a happy fpot, 
Rich in every rural charm ! 

There my life, a filent flrearn^ 
Olid along, yet fecm'd at reft; 
Lovely as an infant's dream 
On the waking motber^s breaft^ 

Till the ftorm that wreck'd the woxid^ 
' In its horrible career, 
Into hopelcfs ruin hurl'd 

V 

All this aching heart held dear* . 

On the princely towers of Be&ns 
Fell the Gallic thunder-ftroke;. 
To the lake of poor Lucerne^^ 
AH fubmitted to the yoke- . 



nt SWITZERLAND. CS 

Reding then his ftandard raifedy 
Drew his fword oiiBrunnen's plain ;"* 
But in vain his banner blazed, 
IIeding drew his fword in vain. 

Where our conquering fathers died; 
Where their awful bones repofe ; 
Thrice the battle's fate he tried, 
Thrice o'erthrew his country's foes f 



* BrvNITEN, at the foot of the mountains^ on the borders 
'\fthe Lake of C/ri, Ufbere the frft Stvifr Patriot/, Walter 
FVRST of UrI, PFeRNER StAVPPACHER of SCEWITZ, and 
Arnold op Melchthal in UvhERirALDEN, confpired a- 
gainji the tyranny of AUSTRIA, in 1307, again in 17 9S 6c» 
tame the feat ofthe^Diet of tbefe three foreji Cantons. 

•f* On the plains of MoRGARTEEfr, where the Sivifs 
gained their frf decijive victory over the force of Auflria% 
and thereby fecured the independence of their country, ALLOTS 
IiEDING,at the head of the troops of the little Cantons, Urj, 
ScBWlTZ and UvDERWALDEV, trpeaiedly repulfedihe invading 
mrwiy of France, 
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Happy then were thofe who fell, 
Fighting on their fathers' graves I 
"Wretched thofe who lived to tell 
Treacher)' made the vigors flaves,* 

Thus my country's life retired, 
Slowly driven from part to part ; 
Underwalden laft expired, 
Underwalden was t^e hcart.f 



* By the refijiance nfthefe fmall Cantons ^ the French Ge^ 
keralb ilAnrEMBOURG ivas compelled to r.fpea their Indcpend* 
Mnce, and gave them a fdemn pledge to that purport: hut n^ 
Joonet had they d'ifirmed, on the faith of this engagement, than 
the Enemy came fuddenly upon them ivlth an immenfe force ; 
cndivith threats of extermination compelled them to take the 
ti-vic oath to the new Confitution^ impofd upon all SiriTZ£K' 
LAUD*. 

f The inhuhltjnts of the lower Valley of UNDEhWALD£w 
alone nf^Jlcd the /"; en:h mejfage, which required fubmijfion f 
the New Confjut'^on, and the immediate furrender, alive or 
<iead, of nine of their Leaders, ^hcn the demand, atcom- 
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In the valley of their birth, 
IVTiere our guardian mountains fland; 
In the eye of heaven and earth, 
Met the warriors of our land. 

Like their Sires in olden time, 
Arm'd they met in ftem debate; 
While in every bread fublime 
Glow 'd the Spirit of the State, 

Gallia's menace 'fired their blood; 
With one heart and voice they rofc i 
Hand in hand the heroes floods 
And defied their faithlefs foes* 



'pan'ud by a menace ofdfflruBlen, nuas read in the AJfemBfy 
of the DiflriBy all the men of the valley ^ ffieen hundred in 
number f toot up armsy and devQied tbemfehes to perljb in the 
ruine of their Country, 



2d THE V/AKDEREa 

Then to heaven, in calm dcfpair, . 
As they turn'd the tcarlefs eye, 
By their country's wrongs they fware 
With their country's rights to die. 

Albert from the council came ;— . 
(My poor daughter was his wife ; 
^11 the valley loved his name ; 
Albert was my ftafFof life !) 

Brom the council-field he came ; 
All his noble vifage bum'd; 
* At his look I cajight the flame ; 
At his voice my youth retum'd. 

Fire from heaven my heart renew'd ; 
Vigour beat thro' every vein; 
All the powers, that age had hevr'd, 
Started into ftrength again* 
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Sudden from my couch I fprang, 
Every limb to life reftored ; 
With the bound my cottage rang, 
As I fnatch'd my fathers' fword. 

This the weapon they did wield, 
Oa Morgarthen's dreadful day ; 
And thro' Sempach's iron field, 
This the ploughfharc of their way.* 

Then, my Spoufe ! in vain tl:y fears 
Strove my fury to reflrain; 
O my Daughter ! all thy tears, 
All thy children's were in vain. 

• At the battle of Srmpach, the AuJIriatu prefcnhd ft 
impenetrahU a front with their pryeiled fpears, that thi 
Srvift -were repeatedly compelled to retire ftom the attack^ 
all a native of UttDM&WJLDRKt named AttNOLP DE WuS" 
KELhJED^ comnundiag bis famfiy to hit coMHtrymeny J^rang 
upon the enemy y and burying as many of their fpears as Le 
souU grafp in his body, made a breach in their line ; the 
Swi/j rufbed in, ami routed the Avfirians i/uith a Urrildf 
Jkvgbter. 






^1 THE WANDERER 

Quickly from our haftening foes, 
Albert's adtive care removed^ 
Far amidft the' eternal (hows, 
Thefe who lov^d us,— thefe beloved.* 

Then our cottage we foribok; 
Yet as down the fteeps we pafs'd. 
Many an agonizing look 
Homeward o'er the hills we caft.. 

Now we rcach'd the nether glen,. 
Where in arms our brethren lay ; 
Thrice five hundred fearlcfs men. 
Men of adamant were they I 

* Many of the UsostJrALDEliS, tn the appfaeh oftbt^ 
Fremb army^ removed their families and cattle among t&a^ 
higher Alps ; emd tbemfelves returned to join their brethren 
vb^ bad encamped in their native f^alley, on the borders of^ 
UtZaJtff and awaited the attach of the enemy ^ . 
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OF SWITZERLAND. 29 

Nature's bulwarks, built by Timet 
'Gainft Eternity to ftand. 
Mountains, terribly fublime^ 
Girt the camp on either hand. 

Dim behind the valley brake 
Into rocks that fled from view; 
Fair in fix)nt the gleaming lake 
RoU'd its waters bright and blue. 

'Midft the hamlets of the 4^e, 
Stantz,* with fimplc grandeur crown'd, 
Seem'd the Mother of the vale, i 

With her children fcatter'd round. 

'Midft the ruins of the dale. 
Now ihe bows her hoary head. 
Like the Widow of the vale 

I 

Weeping o'er her children dead., 

* Tlf€ Capital of U^iDERWALDRH, 
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Happier then had been her fate, 
Ere flie fell by fuch a foe, 
Had an earthquake funk her date, 
Or the lightning laid her low !" 

S/j^. « Rather had the lightning's flafh 
Quick confumed thy country's foe ! 
Rather had the earthquake's crafh 
Laid her perjur'd tyrants low I 

Why did Juftice not prevail :" 
irarJ. "Ah! it was not thus to be!*' 
S/^ff. — « Man of grief ! purfue thy tale 

To the death of Liberty." 
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THE 



n^JKDERER OF SUITZERLAKD. 



PartllL 



7hff fVjI^LELEK coniitiua lis narrattv€y and JtfcTiles il& 
battle and^majucre of Undehwaldek. 

Wand. Jb ROM the valley yre d^fcricd, 

As the Gauls approach'd our fliores, 
Keels t^hat darken'd all the tide, 
Tenipefting the lake with oars. 

Then the mountain-echoes rang 
"With the clangor of alarms: 
Shrill the fignal-tnimpet fang 5 
All our warriors leap'd to arms. 
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32 THE WANDERER. 

On the margin of the floods 
While the frantic foe drew nigh^ 
Grim as watching Wolves we ftoody 
Prompt as Eagles ftretcht to fly. 

In a deluge upon land 
Burft their overwhehning might ; 
Back we hurl'd them from the ftrand, 
Still returning to the fight. 

Still repulfed, their rage increafed. 
Till the waves were warm with bloody 
Still repulfed, they never ceafed. 
Till they founder'd in the flood.* 



* T/'v Tici-.d) made their frfi attack on the Galley of 
l^NDFRW^ij T'r.\' from the Lah ; but after a defperate con^ 
fi'dl thr\- •ir:r, vi^orioujly repelled, and tiuo of their vejptls^ 
cQTiiahir^f.vc hundred men^ perijbcd in the engagement* 
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For on that triumphant day, 
Underwalden's arms once more 
Broke Oppreffion's black array, 
DafhM Invafion from her fhore. 

Gaul's furviving barks retired, 
Muttering vengeance as they fled ; 
Hope in us, by Victory fired, 
Raifed our Spirits from the dead. 

From the dead our Spirits rofe, 
To the dead they foon retum'd ; 
Bright, on its eternal ciofe, 
Underwalden's glory bum'd. 



Star of Switzerland! whofe ray 
Shed fuch fweet expiring light, 
£re the Gallic comet's blaze 
Swept thy beauty into night:— 
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Star of Switzerland ! thy fame 
No recording Bard hath fung. 
Yet be thine immortal name 
Infpiration to my tongue!* 

While the lingering moon delay'd 
In the wildemefs of night> 
Ere the mom awoke the fhade 
Into lovelinefs and light : — 

Gallia's tigers, wild for blood, 
Darted on our fleeping fold ; 
Down the mountains, o'er the Bood, 
Dark as thunder-clouds they roll'd. 



♦ In the lufl and dtclftve baUle the Underjtalders tvemt 

cverfoivered by tnvo French armies, which rujhed upon them 

from the oppojife mountains and fur rounded their camp^ ^vhils 

an affault at thi fame time was made upon them from the 

Lak, 
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Bsf the trumpet's voice alann'd. 
All the valley burft awake; 
All were in a moment arm'd 
From the barriers to the take. 

— In that valley, on that fliore, 
When the graves give up their dead. 
At the trumpet's voice once more 
Shall thofe flumberers quit their Led i 

For the glen that gave them birth 

Hides their alhea in its womb: 

O 'tis venerable earth, 

Treedom's cradle. Freedom's tcmb !— 

With fuch defolatbg ihocfcs. 
Did the Gauls our camp aflhil, 
Aa if Uhdeiiwalden'3 rocks 
Had been tumbling to tbe vale. 
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Then on every fide begun 
That unutterable fight ; 
Never rofc the aftonifh'd fun 
On fo horrible a fight. 

Once an Eagle of the rock^ 
('Twas an omen of our fete,) 
Stoop'd, and from ray fcatter'd flock 
. Bore a lambkin to his mate« 

While the Pasents fed their young, 
!l^o! a cloud of Vultures lean. 
By voracious fiunine ftung, 
Wildly-icreaniing ruih'd between. 

l^ercdy fought the cagle-twainy 
Though by multitudes oppreflr. 
Till thdr litde one» were flain> 
Tin they pexiOi'd oa tbdr ndt. 



I .M^^ 
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More unequal was the fray, 
Which our band of brethren waged ; 
More infatiate o'er their prey, 
Gaul's remorfclefs vultures raged. 

In innumerable waves, 
Swoln with fiiry, grim with blood. 
Headlong roird the hordes of flaves. 
And ingulph'd us with a flood. 

In the whirlpool of that flood. 
Firm in fortitude divine. 
Like the' eUinal rocks, we ftodd, 
In the cataradl of the Rhine,* 

Till by tenfold force aflailM, 

In a hurricane of tire. 

When at length our phalanx fail'd, 

Then our courage blazed the higher. 

• At ScHAPPHAUSEN<~-''^Seg Coxs*s Travels, 



s 
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^ Broken into feeble bands, 

Fighting in diflever'd parts. 
Weak and weaker grew our hands, 
Strong and ftronger ftill our hearts. 



t 

X 



f 



/ 



Fierce amid the loud alarms, 
Shouting in the foremoft fray. 
Children raifcd their little arms 
In their country's evil day. 

On their counti7*s dying bed, 
Wives and hufbands pour'd tlieir breath j 
Many a Youth and Maiden bled. 
Married at thine altar, Death !* 



• In this miferahle co/iJliSi, mary of the Women and 
Children of the UndeKWALDRRS fought in the ranis , by their 
Hufbands and fathers and Friends^ and fell ghrioufly fop 
their Country ^ 
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Wildly fcatter'd o'er the plain, 
Bloodier ftill the battle grew :— 
O ye Spirits of the flain ! 
Slain on thofe your prowefs flew: 

Who fhall now your deeds relate ? 
Ye that fell unwept, unknown ; 
Mourning for your country's fate, 
But rejoicing in your own ! 

Virtue, valour, nought avail'd 
With fo mercilcfs a foe ; 
When the nerves of heroes fail'd, 
Cowards then could firike a blow. 

Cold and keen the' alTaflin's blade 
Smote the father to the ground. 
Thro' the infant's breaft convey'd 
To the Mother's heart a wound 1* 

An indifcriminaU maJfaerefoUmued the batiU, 
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Underwalden thus expired^ 
But at her expiring flamt. 
With fraternal feeling firedi 
Lo, a band of Switzers came.^ 

From the fteeps beyond the lake, 
Like a Winter's weight of fnow. 
When the huge Lavangesbreak, 
Devaftating all below ;— f 

Down they rufti'd with headlong might, 
Swifter than the panting wind ; 
All before them fear and flight ! 
Death and (ilence all behind! 



• Tnvo hundred felf'dcvoted heroes from the Canton 0/ 
Swirz arrived, at the clofe of the battle ^ to the aid of their 
Brethren of I/ndrrwalden, — and ^srijhcd to a man, after 
Ijavingjlain thrice their number, 

•f- The LavangeS are tremendous torrents of melting 
fnoWf that fumble from the tops of the Alps, and deluge all 
the Country before them. 
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How the fore ft of the foe 
Bow'd before their thunder ftrokes ! 
When they laid the cedars low ; 
When they overwhelmM the oaks I 

Thus they hew'd their dreadful way ; 
Till by numbers forced to yield. 
Terrible in death they lay, 
Like the' Avengers of the Field !*' 



XVD OP THE milLD PAKT, 



THE 



JFANDERER OF SWITZERLAND. 



Part IF. 



The Wandeu-BR relates the cireuptflancei ■aihndlng the 

death of Albert, 



Sbep. " 1: LEDGE the memory of the Brave, 
And the Spirits of the Dead.; 
Pledge the venerable Grave, * 
Valour's confecrated bed, 

Wanderer ! this delicious cup. 
This infpiring goblet take; 
Drink the beverage, drink it up, 
For thy martyr'd brethren's fake.*' 



rrand. «Haill—aU hail I the Patriot's grave. 
Valour's venerable bed ! 
Hfiul! the memory of the Brave, 
And the Spirits of the dead 1 

Time their triumphs (hall proclaitDa 
And their rich reward be this, 
—Immortality of fame! 
Immortality of blifs i" 

SIup* ** On that melancholy plain. 
In that confli^ of defpur> 
How was noble Albert flain ? 
How didft thou, old Warrior ! ftet ?" 

fTand* ** In the agony of ftrifci 

Where the heart of battle bled. 
Where his Country loft her life, 
Glorious Albbrt bow'd his head. 
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When our phalanx broke away^ 
And our ftouteft foldiers fell^ 
—Where the dark rocks dimm'd the day. 
Scowling o'er the deepeft dell;. 

There like Lions, old in blood. 
Lions rallying round their den> 
Albert and his warriors ftood; 
We were few, but we were men! 

Breaft to breafk we fought the grouad. 
Arm to arm repell'd the foe ; 
Every motion was a wound> 
And a death was every blow. 

Thus the clouds of fun(et beam 
Warmer with expiring light ; 
Thus autumnal meteors ftream 
Redder thro' the darkening night 
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Miracles our champions wrought ; 
Who their dying deeds ihall tell ! 
O how glorioufly they fought 1 
How triumphantly they fell ! 

One by one gave up the ghoft, 
Slain, not conquer'd,— they died free ! 
Albert ftood,— himfelf an hoft ! 
Laft of all the Swifs was He ! 

So when Night, with riling (hade, 
Climbs the Alps from ftecp to fteep j 
Till in hoary gloom array'd. 
All the giant-mountains fleep; — 

High in heaven their Monarch* ftands^ 
Bright and beauteous from afar, 
Shining into diftant lands, 
Like a new-created ftar. 

• Mont BLAsci-^Tviieb hfi much higher than the fur'- 
nuiuUWg AJ^s, that it eaUba and retaitu the kamt of Ue 
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WhUc r ftrugg^lcsd thro' the fight, 
Albsrt was my fword and fliield; 
Till ftrange horror quench* d my fight, 
And I fainted on the field. 

Slow awakening from that trance, 
When my foul returned to day, 
Vanifh'd were the fiends of France, 
—But in Albert's blood I lay 1 

Slain for me, his deareft breath 
On my lips h< did refign; 
Slain for me, he fnatch'd his death 
From the blow that menaced mine. 



Sun twenty minutes earlier and later than tbey^-^nd 

€rowned tvitb eternal ice, may be fetnfrom an immenfe di/. 

tanee, purpling tvitb bis eafern ligbt, or crimfined viitb bit 

fatting glory, vjbile ntif and ohfcurity reji on tbe mountaitu 

beloiv. 
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He had laifed his dying head» 
And was gazing on my face ; 
As I woke,— the fpirit fled. 
But Ifdt his kft embtace.*' 

$bep, << Man of fufl&ring! fuch a tale 

Would wring tears from marble eyes I'* 
Wand. "—Ha.\ my daughter's chcekgrowjB pale!'* 
W:s Wife. — « Help, O help 1 my daughter dies P* 

Wand. *« Calm thy tranfports, O my Wife ! 

Peace ! for thefe fweet orphans* fake I'* 
W^s fflfe.'^O my joy ! mj hope ! my life ! 

O my child! my child! awake!" 

Wand. " God ! O God ! whofe goodnefs gives 5 
God ! whofe wifdom takes away ; 
Spare my Child !'* 

SBep. . "She lives! ihc lives !'» 

Wand, *« Lives ?-.my Daughter 1 didftthou fey i 



iPHimaRi.^ iqiiiiu ■ ">"*p >■"■ ""^^^gp^^i^ 



48 THB WANDERER 

God Almighty ! on xny knees^ 

In the duft will I adore 

Thine unfearchable decrees ; 

—She was dead! — Ihe fives once more ! 

/T.'j Daughter* — " When poor Albert died, no 
prayer 
Call'd him back to hated life : 
O that I had perifh'd there, 
Not his widow, but his wife I'* 

Wand, ** Dare my Daughter thus repine ? 
Albert 1 anfwer from above ; 

Tell me, are thefe infants thine, 

Whom their Mother does not love? 

JF'i Dtn " Does not love !— my Father! hear. 
Hear me, or my heart will break ; 
Dear is life, but only dear, 
For your fervice and their iake. 
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Bo^wM to HeaYcn's xnyftenous wlllj 
I am worthy yet of you : 

Yes ! ^I am a Mother flill, 

Though I feel a Widow too I 

JFanJ. « Mother! Widow! Diwgtter!— aH 
All kind names in onCf^^mY Child i 
On thy faithful neck I £il] ; 
Kiis me, are we reconciled J'^ 

JfF/j D/r. " Yes! to Albert I appeal } 
Albert I anfwer from above. 
That By Father's bread may feel 
All his Daughter's heart of love.'* 

Zbep?s Wife. — " Faint and way-worn as they be 
With the day's long journey, Sire ! 
Let thy pilgrim family 
Now with me to reft retire.'* 
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fVand* •* Yc8, the hour invites to fleep; 
Till the morrow we muft part ; 
-—Nay, my Daughter! do not wcep^ 
Do not weep, and break my hearts 

I Sorrow-foothingy fweet repofe 
On your peaceful pillows light ; 
Angel-hands your eyelids dole ; 
fiM God blefs you all l^good nl^Hl 



ifim nfroE rovKTB wxn 
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irJVDERER OF smTZERLAND. 



Part V. 



The JVajjbeJLBK |<f% hft aloM with the SHEPHERD, rs- 
latet bit achentures after ibt battU of UnDESJVALD&it, 



Sbep. W H Eir the good" man yields his breathy 
For the good man never dies, 
Bright beyond the gulph of deaths . 
Lo ! the Land of Fromife lies*. . 

Peace to AL^'fftT^s awful iliade^ 
In that land where forrows ceafei 
And to Albert's aihes, laid 
lalhe earth's cold bofbm, Peace T*' 



miHfttm 
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trand. « On the fatal fielil I lay 

Till the hour, when twilight palcjj 
Like the ghoft of dying day. 
Wandered down the darkening vale* 

Then in agony J rofej. 
And with horror lookM around^ 
Where embracing, fifiends and foes^ 
Doad and dying, ftrew'd the ground^ ' 

Many a widow fix'd her eye» ^ 
Weeping, where her huiband bledy, 
Htedlefs, though her babe was by . 
Prattling to his father dead. 

Many a Mother, in defpalr. 
Turning up the ghaftly flam» 
Sought her fon, her hero there, 
—Whom fhe long'd to fcek in vain J 
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Dark the evening fhadows roll'd 
On the eye that gleam'd in death ; 
And the evening-dews fell cold 
On the lip that gafp'd for breathy 

Aft I ga2ed9 an andent Dame^ 
—She was ebilJltfi by her look!-^ 
Withrefre&ing cordials came i 
Of her bounty I partook. 

Then, with' dcfpcration bold^ 
Axbert's precious corpfe I bore. 
On thefe Ihoulders weak and old^ 
Bow'd with mifery before. 

Albeht's Angel gave me ftrength^ 
As I ftagger'd down the glen ; 
And I hid my charge at length. 
bx Its wildeft* deepeft den. 



11^ 
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Thcii returning thrpugh the fhade* 
To the battlc-fcene, I fought 
'Monglt the Oaint an axe and fpade ; 
«--;With fuch weapons Freemen fought. 

Scythes £or fwords>our youth. did wield 
!U^that execrable ftrife :> 
Ploughiharesy in that horrid field. 

Bled with flaughteT) breathed witli«life ! 

t 

In a dark and lonely cave^^. 
While the glimmering, moon arofe^ 
Thus I dug my Albert's grave j. 
•—There his hallowed limbs repofc^. 

Tsars then, teais too long repreft>^. . 
Cuft^'d ;— they fell like healing balJB>. , 
Till tlve whirlwind in my breall . 
Bied mto 4^.4reary calm%. 



1 
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' On the fiiefti earth's hUtold bed. 
Where my Martyr lay enihrined, 
This forlorn, unhappy head. 
Crazed with angiiifli, I recliifed. 

BuiwhUe o*er my weafy eyes* 
Soothing numi)er'feem'd to creeps 
Forth I Sprang, with ftrange futprize, 
from die cU^ng anhs of fleep. 

Forthe bones of Albert Head 
Heaved the turf with horrid throe Ji 
Ani^his gra>%, beneath my head, 
Burft afurider ;-'*— Albert rofe. 

« Ijta ! my Son !*-my Son !''^I cried; 
' «• Whefefoi-e haft thou left thy grave ?'* 
^"Tly, my Fathir l'*-^ he rtpli^ ; 
** Safve my wife^'-^my chil^rn fxie .^" — 
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In the p9Bng of a breath, 
Tim tremendous fcenc ww o'er ; 
Darknfifi fhm the gates of Deaths 
Silence fcal'd them aa hefow. 

One pale moment fixM I ftood 
In aftonUhmeat fc vere ; 
Horror petrified my blood* 
I wfl« w^cr^d tip with f cart 

Then 3 fuddea trembSfig came 
.O'er my limbs ; I fdt on finr. 
Burning, quheriog, Vke a flam^ 
lathe ioftant t^et^xcf* 

Sbef^ ^ Rather fifce the mountauwMkt * 
Tepipeft-ihaken, rooted &ft, 
Cm^oig ftrength &zki ewy ftrpkf, 
Wb& it ivnefties with the Waft.'* 
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JFand. ** Aye !•*— my heart,. un wont to yield, 
Quickly quell'd the ftrange affright^ 
Aad undaunted o'er the fields 
1 began my lonely flight. 

Loud the gufty night-wind blew 5 
]Many an awfol paufe between ; 
Fits of light and darknefs flew. 
Wild and fudden, o'er the fcene. 

For the moon's rfefplcndent eye 
Gleams of tranilent glory'ihed; 
And the clouds athwart the fkj. 
Like a routed army fled. 

Sounds and voices fiU'd the yale^ 
Heard alternate, loud and low ; 
Shouts of viAory fwell'd the gale. 
But the breezes murmur'd woe* 

G. 
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, As I climbM the mountain's side* 
Where the lake and valley meet^ 
All my country's power and prido 
Lay in ruinsat my feet. 

On-that grim and ghailly pl^in, 
Underwalden's heart-ftrings broke^ 
When (he faw her heroes flain. 
And her rocks receive the yoke. 

On that plain^ in childhood's hours^ 
From their Mothers' arms set free 
Oft tbofe heroes gather*d flowere. 
Often chaced the wandering bee. 

On t^at pUdn, in rofy youth. 
They had fed their fathers' flocks. 
Told their love, and pledged their trtitb. 
In the ^a4ow of thoic rocks. 
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There with fhepherd's pipe and fong, 
In the raerry-mingling dance, 
Ciicc they led their brides along, 
Kow ! Peniition seize thee, France I" 

S/jrp, « Heard not Heaven the* accufing cries 
Of the blood that fmoked aroundj 
While the life-u'arm facrifice 
Palpitated on the ground?'* 

Wand, '' Wrath in filence heaps hia ftore 
To confound the guilty foe ; 
But the thunder will not roar. 
Tin the flafh has ftruck the blow. 

Vengeance, Vengeance will not ftay 1 
It ihall burft on Gallia's head, 
Sudden as the judgment-day 
To the unexpe^aing dead. 
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Prom the Revolution's Bood, 
Shall a fiery Dragon ftart j 
He fliall drink his Mother's blood. 
He Ihall eat his Father's heart :— 

• "iluxft by Anarchy and Crime^. ^ - * 

He, but diftance mocks my fight : 

— O thou great avenger, TIME I 
Bring thy ftrangeft Birth to light.** 

. '^hfp. " Prophet! thou haft fpoken well, 
And I deem thy words divine: 
Now the mournful fequel tell 
Of thy country's woes and thinci** 

;^^Ki.'<« Though the moon's bewllder'd barb. 
By the midnight tcmpeft toft> 
In a fea of vapours dark, 
In a guiph of clouds was loft :— ^ 
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Yet ftiy journey I purfuedy 
' Clunbing many a weary ftecp. 
Whence the cldfing (ceAe I vicwM 
With an eye» that would not weep. 

Stantz, — a melancholy pyre ! 
And her hamlets blazed behind* 
With ten thouland tongues of Hrey 
WrkhuH^, raging inrthe wind.* ' 

■ Flaming piles, where'er I tum'df 
' Caft a grim and dreadful light ; 
Like funereal lamps they bum'd 
. In the fepulchre of night : — 

' • Thlhwn of ^TANTZy am J the furroundln^ Filla^ff, 
rvere lurnt ij the French^ m the night after the battle of 
UNDEKKTALDMit^ and the 6eautifui valley ivat converted int9 
« fvildtrfiefi* 



" 



While the red illammed flood. 
With a hoarfe and hollow roar, 
Scem'd a lake cf living blood. 
Wildly "weltering on the flibrr* 

^idft the mount^dnsy far away. 
Soon I ipied the facred (pot. 
Whence a flow-confmning ray 
Glimmer'd from my native cot. 

At the fight my brain was fired. 
And afrcfli my heart's wounds bled : 
Still I gazed ;— the fpark expired. 
Nature feem'd extindt! — I fled:— 

Fled, and ere the noon of day, 
Reached the lonely Goatherd's neft. 
Where my wife, my children lay: 
-^Hufband !— Father ! ^think the reft/' 

ILKL OF THE FIFTH FAM, 
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Part VL 



^az fVANDSREK xnformi TaE SHEPHERD, ilui, after ils 
example of -many of bis Countrymen fyinj from the tyrant 
ny of France, it it Lis intention tij feiile in fwme. remote 

« 

JProvince of America* 



^mmm 



Skef> Wanderer I whither wouljft thoa 
roam^ 
To what region far away, 
Bend thy fteps to find an home. 
In the twilight of thy day V* - 

Wand. " In the twilight of my day, 
I anx haflening to the weft ; 
There my weary limbs to lay, 
Where the fun retires to reft. 
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Far beyond the' Atlantic fioodsy 
Strctch'd beneath the evening fky, 
Realms of moantain8> dark with woods^ 
In Columbia's bofom lie* 

4 

There in glens and cavems rude. 
Silent fince the world began. 
Dwells the Virgin Solitude^ 
Uiibetray'd by faithlefs man : 

Where a tyrant never trod, 
Where a flave was never known-, 
But where Nature worfhips Gost 
In the wildemefe alone : — 

Thither, thither would I roam ; 
There my children may be free j 
—I for them will find an home. 
They fhall find a grave fcr tn 
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-TThough my fathers* bones afar 
In their native land repofc. 

Yet beneath the twilight ftar 
Soft on mine the turf fhall clofc. 

•Though the mould that wraps my clayi 
When this ftorm of life is o'er, 
Kever,— never,— never lay 
On a human breaft bcfoVc :—• 

Yet in fweet communion there; 
When Ihe follows to the dead. 

Shall my bofom's partner Iharc 
Her poor hufband's lowly bed* 

Albert's babes Ihall deck our tomb, 
-And my daughter's duteous tcara 
Bid the flowery hiUock bloom^ 

Thro* the wintcr-wafte of yeart^ 

c. 
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SJiffp. ** Time ! thy chariot-wheels Kielay; 
Death! unllring thy bended bow ; 
Sun ! forget to bring the day. 
Which ihall lay the Wanderer low !** 

^r^ffiid* ** Though our Parent perifh'd her^ 
Like the Phoenix on her neft, 
Loi new-fledged her wings appear^ 
Hovering iathe golden weft. 

Thither fhall her fons rtpsuTf 
And beyond the roaring main. 
Find their native country there, 
Pind. their Switzerland again* 

Mountains! can ye chain the will? 
Ocean ! canft thou quench the heatt^ 
No ! — ^I feel my Country ftill, 
LIB5RTY! wherever thou art. 




BAl 
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Thus It was m hoary time, 
When Our fathers fallied forth, 
Full of confidence fublime, 
From the famine-wafted Korth.* 

** Freedom in a land of rocks, 

** Wild as Scandinavia, give, 

** Power Eternal ! — where our flock% 

** And our little ones may live 1" 



* There h a iradition among the SiriSSy that they are den 

Jcended ftom the ancient Scandinavians ; among ivhomy in a 

remote age^ there arofe fo grievoiu a famine^ that it tvas dc" 

termined in the AJfemhly of the Nation, that every tenth man 

and his family Jhould quit their country, andfeek a netv pof- 

fjjion. Six tboufand, chofn by lot, thus emigrated at once 

from tie North. They piaycd to GoD to conduSl them to a 

land like their oron, where they might dwell in freedom and 

quiet,fnding food for their families aud pa/lure for tbiir cat'-^ 

i.e. Goa, fays the iradition, led them to a Valley among the 

Alps, where thty cleared away the forefs, huilt the town of 

SiviTZ, and afterwards peopled and cultivated the Canton: of 

Uai and. UuDSRjrjLDSir, 



Thus they pray'd ; a fecret hsmd. 

Led them, by a path unknowiii 
To that dear delightful land^ 
Wtich I yet muft call my own. 



To the Vale of Switz they came : . 
Soon their meliorating toil 
Gave the forefts to the flame* 

I 

And their afhes to the foil. 



« 



Thence their ardent labours fpreadj 
Till above the mottntain-fnows 
Towering Beauty Ihew'd her head| 
And a new creation rofe i 

'— So, in regions wild and wide. 
We will pierce the favage wood% 
Clothe the rocks in purple pride> 
]^lough the vallles; tame the floods. 



II— ■ ■» ^a^^trnt^mt 



OF SWITZERLAMO. fgji' 

Till a beautequs inland-ifley 
By a foreft-fea embraced} 
Shall make Defolation fmile 
In the depth of his own wafte» 

Their> unenvied and unknown^ 
We fhall dwell iecure and free) 
In a country all our own^ 
In a land of Liberty I'* 

SlMf» << Yet the woods, tlie Focks, the ftreamsi 
Unbeloved, ihall bring to mind). 
— ^Warm with Evening's purple beantSf 
Dearer objeds left behind ^ 

And thy native country's fong» 
Caroll'd in a foreign clime» 
When new echoes fliall prolong* 
— Simple, tender andiublimc-:-^ 
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How ^'ill thy poor cheek turn pale ! 
And before thy banlfhM eyes, 
Underwald£m*s charming vale^ 
And thine own fweet cottage rife I" 

FTanJ. — •" By the glorious ghoft of TELLjL 
By Morgarthcm's awftil fray! 
By the field where Albert fell 
In thy laft and bitter day! 

;^ Soul of Switzerland! arifc: 
Ha! the fpell has 'waked the dead 

. From her afhes to the (kies, 
Switzerland exalts her head. 

See the Queen of Mountains fland. 
In immortal mail complete^ 
With the lightning in her hand, 
And'ihe Alps beneath her feet. 



J 
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Earkl her voice r—« My fons! ffwakc;.: 
*< Freedom dawns, behold the day ! 
*« From the bed of bondaige break, 
«* 'Tis your Mother calls,— obey !" 

At the found our fethers* graves, ' 
Oil each ancient battle-plain. 
Utter groans, and tofs like waves 
VJ^n the wild blaft fwcteps the main- 
Rife, nay Brethren I caftaway 
All the chains that bind you flavc* ; 
Rife,— your Mother's voice obey. 
And appcafe your fathers' graves. 

Strike,— the conflid is begun ; 
Freemen 1 Soldiers! follow me; 
Shout, ^the Vi(ftory is won,— 

SW1TZRR.LAND AND LIBERTY P' 
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Sbep* <* Warrior! Warrior! ftay thine arm! 

Sheathe, O fheathc thy frantic fword !'* 
Wand* — " Ah ! I rave ! — ^I faint ! — ^the charm 

flies,— —and memory is reftorcd*! 

Ycsj to agony reftored 
From the too tranfporting charm \ ^ 
Sleep forever, O my fwrord I 
, Be thou wither'df O mine arm I 

Switzerland i^but a name ! 
—i"— Yet I fcel v^rhere'cr I roam^ 
That my heart is ftill the fame ; 
SuriTZE&LAND is ftill my home I'f 



Ksm t» Tsa sura jud iMt rjmr» 
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JL HERE 18 a calm for thofe who weepj 
A reft for weary Pilgrims found. 
They foftly lie and fweetly deep, 

Xovv in the ground. 

The ftorm that wrecks the winter Iky, 
No more disturbs their deep repofe, 
Than fummer evening*^ lateft figh. 

That Ihuts the roffti 

I long to lay this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the foil, 
To flumber in that dreamlefs bed 

From all my toil* 



74 THE GRAYX. 

For Mifery ftole me at my birtbt 
And caft me helplcfs on the ^ildj 

I perifli; O my Mother Earth I 

Take home thy Childl 

On thy dear lap thefe limbs reclined 
Shall gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind, 

Refembling me. 

Hark !— a ftrange found afirights mine earj 
My pulfe, — ^my brain runs wild,— I rayci 
—Ah I who art thou whofe voice I hear? 

, «I am THE GRAVE! 

w The G^VE, that never fpake before. 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide ; 
O liften I:— I will fpeak i;io more : 

Be filent, Prid^ ! 



THE GRATE. 75 

** Art thou a WRETCH, of hope forlorn, 
The vi(ftim of confuming care ? 
Is thy diilra<fted confcience torn 

By fell defpair ? 

** Do foul mifdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorfe thy guilty breaft 
And Ghofts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy reft ? 

*' Lafh'd hy the furies- of the mind, 
From wrath and vengeance wouldft thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not, Fool ! to find 

A friend in me. 

«' By all the terrors of the tomb, 
Beyond the power of tongue to tell ! 
By the dread fecrets of my womb 1 

By Death and Hell ! , 
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7^. The Gtilru 

« I diaige thcc LIVE ! — ^repent and prayj 
In duft thine infiuny deplore ; 

There yet is mercy; go thy way, 

And fin no more* 

^ Art thou aMOURNER ?— Haft thou knowft 
The joy of innocent delights ? 
Endearing days forever flown> 

And tranquil nights I 



»« O LIVE ! and deeply cheriOi fOl 

The fweet remembrance of the paft : 
Rely on Heaven's unchanging will 

For peace at laft* 

« Art thou a WANDERER ?— Haft thou feea 
Overwhelming tempefts drown thy bark } 
A Ihipwreck'd Sufferer haft thou been, 

MSsfortune'smark? 



THE GRATS» 57 i- 

^ Though long of winds and waves the fpoity 
Condemn'd in wretchcdnefs to roam, 
LIVE !— thou ihalt reach a iheltcriog poi^. 

A quiet home* 

^ To FRIENDSHIP dkift thpu truft thy fiuxbpp . 
And was thy Friend a deadly foe» 
Who ftole into thy breaft to aim 

A fiirer Wow ? 

<* LIVE ! — and repine not o'er lus lof% 
A lofs unworthy to be told: 
Thou haft miflaken fi^rdid drofs 

For Friendfliip's gold. 

<< Go ieek that treafure* feldom found> 
Of power the fierceft griefs to calm« 
And fooChe the bofom's deepeft wound 

With heavenly balm.. 
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<' IQ WOMAN haft thou placed thy blifti 
And did the Fair One ^ithlefs prove ? 
Hath ibe betray'd thee with a kifs. 

And fold thy love I 

«< LW£ !.— *twa8 a falfe bewildering fire, 
Too often Love's infidious dart 
Thrills the fond foul with fweet defire. 

But kills the heart. 

A nobler flame fhall warm thy breaft* - 
A brighter Maiden's virtuous charms I • 
Bleft flialt thou bc^ fuprcmely bleft, * 

In Beauty's arms. 

4t Whale'er thy lot,— Whoe'er thou be, — 

Confcfs thy folly, — kifs the rod, 
And in thy-chaitening forrows fee 

The hand of GOD. . 
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^ A bruifed xted he will not breaks 
AAdions all his childxcn feel; 
He wounds them for lus mercy's fakc» 

He wounds to heal ! 

<< Humbled beneath his mighty hand, 
Froftrate his Providence adore : 
'Tisdonel — ^Arife! HE bids thee ftand» 

•To £ill no more* 

** Now, Traveller in the vale of tears ! 
To realms of everlafking light* 
Through Timers dark wildemefs of yearS| 

Purfuethytiight. 

^ There IS a calm for thofe who weepi 
A reft for weary Pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering a(hes fleep» 

Low In the ground^ 



Id THS OtAfU 

« The Sou]» of origta ditine* * 

GOD'S glorious imagCy freed from clayg 
In heaven'tf eternal fpbere ihall (hlne^ 

Aftatofdayl 

«< ThQ SUN IS but a ^ark of fite, 
A tranfient meteor in the &f ^ 
Tbe SOUL» immortal as its Sire, 

SHALL NEVER DIE/* 



' 



THE LYRE. 



<« AH ! WHO WOULD LOVE THE LYRE !'* 

C A. Stevent. 



W HERE the roving rill meander'd 

Down the green, retiring vale, 

Poor, forlorn Alc^us wandcrM, 

Pale with thought, ferenely pale 
Hopelefs forrow, o'er his face 
Breathed a melancholy grace, 
And fix'd on every feature there 
The mournful refignation of defpair. 
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^2 TH2 LVRE. 

O'er his anni bis lyre iiegle^cd> 

Cdldlf y cardcfily he fiung ; 
Andy in fpirit deep dejeaei^ 

Thus the penfive Poet fung ; 

AVhOe, at midnight's iblemn noon^ 

Sweetly flionc the doudleis mooD>. 

And an the ftars, around his heady 

Benignly bright, their mildeft mfluence fhed. 

*«Lyrc! 0,Lyre! my chofen trcafurc, 

** Solace of my bleeding heaxt $ 
« Lyre ! O, Lyre ! my only plcafarc^ 

«« We muft ever, ever part : 
<« 'Tis in vain thy Poet fings, 
<( Wooes in Tain thine heavenly ibings, 
« The Mufe's wretched Sons arc bom 
« To cold neglcO;, and penury, and fcom* 



THE LYRE. 85 

« That which Alexander figh'd for, 
« That which C.i:sar's foul poflefs'd, 

<« That which Heroes, Kings have died for, 
** Gkny 1 — animates my breaft : 

** Hark I the charging trumpets* throats 

« Pour their death-defying notes ; 

" To arms !" they call ; to arms I fly, 
*«Like Wolfe to conquer— and like Wolfe to die ! 

f 

« Soft 1— the blood of murder'd legions 
" Summons vengeance from the Ikies ; 

«« Flaming towns, and ravaged regions, 
« All in awful judgment rife ! 

— " O then, innocently brave, 

** I will wreftle with the wave ; 

** Lo ! Commerce fpreads the daring fail, 
" And yokes her naval chariots to the gale- 
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« Blow ye breezes !— gently blowing, 

" Waft me to that happy (hore, 
*' Where, from fountains ever flowing, 
** Indian realms their treafures pour ; 
'* Thence returning, poor in health, 
** Rich in honefty and wealth, 
*' O'er thee, my dear paternal foil ! 
** ril ftrew the golden harveft of my toil. 



♦* Then fhall Mifery*sfons and daughters 

" In their lowly dwellings ling ; 
•— " Bounteous as the Nile's dark waters^ 

** Undifcover'd as their fpring, 
** I will fcatter, o'er the land, 
** Bleflings with a fecret hand ; 
— " For fuch angelic talks defign'd, 
" I give the Lyre and forrow to the wind7' 



THE LYRE^ gj 



On an oak, whofe branches hoary 
Sigh'd to every pafling breeze> 

SighM, and told the fimple ftory 
Of the patriarch of trees ; 

High in air his harp he hung. 

Now no more to rapture ftrung ; 

Then warm in hope, no longer pale. 






^He bluih'd adieu, and rambled down the dale. 



Lightly touch'd by fai^ fingerSy 
Hark ! — the Lyre enchants the wind; 

Fond Alc^us Mens, lingers, 

—Lingering, liftening, looks behind 

Kow the muiic mounts on high. 

Sweetly fwelling through the fky ; 

To every tone, with tender heat, 
His heart-ftriogs vibrate; and his pulfes beat* 



8^ T»S LYaS. 

I 

Now the drains to filencc (lealiirg, 

Sofjt in ecilacles expire ; 
-Oh ! with whsft romantic feeling 

Poor Alc^us grafps the Lyrel 
Lo ! his furious hand he fiing% 
In a tempeft o'er the firings ; 
He Arikes the choxxls fo quick, fo loud, 
'Tis JorvE that (batters lightning from a cloud f 



<*Lyre! O, Lyre! my chofen treafuxvy 
** Solace of my bleeding heart ; 

•« Lyre ! O, Lyre ! my only pleafure^ 
— ** We will never, never part I 

** Glory, Commerce, now in vain, 

" Tempt me to the field, the main ; 

« The Mufe's Sons are bleft, tho' bom 
^ To cold ne^le^fl, and penury, and fconw 



THE LTR.S. S7 

** What, tho' all the world ncgledlmc, 

*^ ShaH my haughty foul repine ? 
" And (hall poverty dejcd me, 

« While this |iallow*d lyre is mine ? 
" Heaven, — ^that o'er my helpkfs head, 
^< Many a wrathful vial fhed, 
— ** Heaven gave this lyre ! — and thus decreed^. 
♦' Be thou a brui/cJ, but not 2^ broken reed I" 



REMONSTRANCE TO WINTER, 



Ah ! why, unfeeling Winter ! whj 

Still flags thy torpid wing ? 
Ply, melancholy Seafon, fly. 

And yield the year to Spring« 

Spring, — the young cherubim of love. 

An exile in difgrace, — 
Elits o'er the fcene, like Noah's doTC, 

Nor finds a refting place* 

When on the mountain's azure peak. 

Alights her fairy form, 
Cold blow the winds, — and dark and bleak. 

Around her rolls the (lonn. 
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R£MON$TRANCS TO WINTER. ^9 

If to the valley (he repair 

For ihelter and defencei 
Thy wrath purfues the mourner ihae$ 

And drives her, weepuig, thence. 

She feeks the brook—the faithlefs brook. 

Of her unmindful grown. 
Feels the chill magic of thy look^ 

And lingers into iloneb 

> 

She wooes her embryo-flowers in vsun^ 

To rear their infant heads; 
—Deaf to her voice, her flowers remain 

Enchanted in their beds. 

In vain flie bids the trees expand 

Their green luxuriant charms; 
*-Bare in the wildemefs they ftand. 

And ftretch their withering arms. 
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Her favourite birds> in feeble notes. 

Lament thy long ^fi^Ji 
And train their little ftammering tliroat<» 

To charm thy blafts away. 

Ah 1 WiNTERy calm thy cniel rage, 

Releafe the ftniggling year ; 
Thy power is paft, decrepid Sage I 

Arife and difappear* 

The ftars that graced thy fplendid night 

Are loft in warmer rays ; 
The Sun, rejoicing in his might. 

Unrolls celeftial days.^ 

I 
Then why, ufurping Winter, why i 

Still flags thy frozen wing ? 

Fly, unrelenting tyrant, fly— 

And yield the year to Spring ! 



SONG. 



' Round Love's Elyfian bowers^ . 

The fofteft profpedts rife ; 
There bloom the fweeteft flowers, 

There fhine the pureft fkics, 
And joy and rapture gild awhile 
The cloudiefs heaven of Beauty's fmile. 



Round Love's deferted bowers 

Tremendous rocks arife ; 
Cold mildews blight the flowers. 

Tornadoes rend the ikies. 
And Pleasure's waning moon goes down 
Amid the night of Beauty's frown. 
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Then Yovrn, thou fond belierer I 

The wfly Syren fliun : 
Who tfufts the dear Deceirer 

Will furely be undone ! 
When Beauty triumphs, ah ! beware, 
>-*Her finile is hope i-^-her firown defpair ! 



THE FO WLER. 



A SONG ; 



ALTERED PEOM A GERMAN AIR, IM THE OPERA 01 
" PIE ZAUBERFLdrE,*' SET TO MUSIC B7 MOZART« 



xV. CARELESS, \vhifUing Lad am I> 
On iky-lark wings my moments fly ; 
There's not a FowLitSPmore renown'd 
In all the world — ^for ten miles round I 
Ah ! who like me can fpread the net I 
Or tune the merry flageolet i 
Then, why, O ! why fliould I reptne» 
Since all the roving birds are nunc I 



94> THE FOWLER. 

The thruih and linnet in the vale^ 
The fweet fequefter'd nightingailc^ - 
The bullfinchi wren and wobdlarki all 
Obey my fummons when fcalin 
O ! could I form fome cunning fiiarc 
To catch the coy^ coguiiting fair. 
In Cupid's fihny web fo fine. 
The pretty giils fhould all be mine ! 

When all were mine, — among the reft, 
rd chufe the Lafs I liked the beft, 
And (hould my charming mate be kind,. 
And fmile, and kifs me to my mind, 
With her I'd tie the nuptial knot. 
Make Hymen's cage of my poor cot. 
And loTe away this fleeting life. 
Like Robin Redbreaft and his wife I 



SONG; 



WKnVBN FOR A COmwiAL tOCIETT^ WHOSE JTOm W48 



When "Fricndfliip, Love and Truth" abouad 

Among a band of Brothers, 
The cup of joy goes gayly round. 

Each (hares the Uifs of others : 
Sweet rofes grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of forrow; 
The flowers that ihed their leaves to day, 

Shall bloom again tomorrow : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love and Truth !** 

On Halcyon wings our moments pafs, 

Life's cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays down his fcythe and glafs^ 

In gay good humour fmiling ; 



96 SONG. 

With ermine beard and forelock grey. 

His reverend front adorning^ 
He looks like Winter tura'd to May» 

Night foftenM into Monung ! 
How grand in age» how fair in youths 
Are holy ** Fhiendship, Loys and Truth !'^ 

From thefe delightful fountains flow 

Ambrolial rills of pleafure ; 
Can man deiire, can heaven beilow 

A more refplendent treafure ? 
Adorned with gems fo richly bright. 

We'll form a Conftellation, 
Where every Star, with 'modeft light. 

Shall gild his proper ftation. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth. 
Are holy ^ Fhiemdship, Love and Truth !'* 



RELIGION. 

AN OCCASIONAL RYMN^ 



1 HRO* fliadcs and folitudes profound, 
The fainting traveller winds his way ; 
Bewildering meteors glare around. 
And tempt his wandering feet aftray : 

Welcome, thrice welcome, to his eye. 
The fudden moon's infpiring light. 

When forth Ihc failles thro' the iky. 
The guardian Angel of the night I 

Thus mortals blind and weak, below 
Purfue the phantom Blifs, in vain ; 

The world's a wildemefs of woe, 
And life a pUgrimage of pain I 
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TOl nuld Religion, from aboTe, 
Deicendsy a fweet eogaging fomb 

The meflenger of heavenly love> 
The bow of prooiife in a ftorm ! 

Then guilty paffions wing their flight. 
Sorrow, rexnorfei afBi^ion ceafe ; 

Religion's yoke is foft and light. 
And all her paths are paths of j)eace. 

Ambition, piide, revenge depart. 
And foUy flics her chaftening rod ; 

She makes the humble contrite heart, 
A temple o^ tliie* living God. 



• r 



Beyond the narrow vale of time, 
' Where bright celcftial ages roll. 
To fcencs eternal, fcenes fublimc. 
She points the way ancl leads the fouL 



HYMN. ^0^ 

At her approach the Grave appears • 

The Gate of Paradife reftored ; 
Her voice the watching Cherub hears^ 

And drops lus double-fiaming fword. 

Baptized with her renewing firey 
May we the crown of glory gain ; 

Rife when the Hoft of Heaven expire^ 
And reign with God, for ever reign. 
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« THE JOY OF GRIEF." 



BS! 



bwEET the hour of tribulation. 
When the heart can freely figh ; 

And the tear of refignation 
Twinkles in the mournful eye* 

Have you felt a kind emotion 

Tremble through your troubled breaft ; 
Soft as evening o'er the ocean| 

When flie charms the waves to reft i 

Have you loft a fziendi a brother ? 

Heard a father's parting breath i 
G&zed upon a lifelefs mother. 

Till ihc fecmM to wake from death ? 
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Have you fdt a i^oufe expiring 

In your armsj before your view ? 
WatchM the lovely foul retiring 

From her eyes, that broke ou you K 

Did not grief then grow romantiC) 

Raving on remember'd blifs ? 
Did you not, with fervour frantic^ 

Kifs the lips that &lt no ^ ? 

Yes ! but} when yon had refign'd her^ 

Life and you were reconciled ; 
An MA left— flie left behind her. 

One, one dear, one only child. 

But before the green mofs peeping. 

His poor mother's grave arrayed. 
In that grave, the infant .fleeping 

On the mother's l^ip was laid. 



^ 
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Homor then, your heart congealingf 
Chined you with intenfe deipair; 
Can you recoiled the feeUng ? 

No! there was no feeting there r 

From that gloomy trance of forrowy 
When you woke to pangs unknown^ 

How unwelcome was the morrow^ 
For it roie on tov alone ! 

Sunk in (el&confuming anguiih» 
Can the poor heart always ache ? ' 

Noy the tortured nerre w31 languift} 
Or the ftrings of life muft l»'eak« 

O'er the yielding brow of fadne&i 
One faint imfle of comfoit ftole ; 

One fofb pang of tender gladnefs 
Exquifitely thriH*d your fouU. 



V 
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THE JOY OF CHIEF. 10 

I 

While the wounds of woe are healings 

While the heart is all refigaM» 
'Tis the folemn feaft of feeling* 

'Tis the fabbath of the mind. 

Pcnfivc memory then retraces 

Scenes of blifs for ever fledy 
Lives in former times and places. 

Holds communion with the dead. 

And> when night's prophetic flumbers 

Rend the veil to mortal eyes, 
Trom their tombs» the fainted numbers 

Of our loft companions rife. 

You have feen a friend, a brother, . 

Heard a dear dead father fpeak ; 
Proved the fbndnefi of a mother. 

Felt her tears upon your cheek ! 



iO^ l-HS JOY OF CRIEF» 

Dreams of lore your grief beguiling. 
You hare dafp'd a confbrt's charms. 

And received your in&nt finiling 
Prom his mother's iacred arms. 

Tremblingi pale, and agonizing. 
While you moumM the vifion gonei 

Bright the morning ftar arifing 

OpenM heaven, from whence it fhonc. 

Thither all your wishes bending 

Rofe in extacy fublime, 
thither all your hopes afcending 

Triumphed over death and time. 

Thus afflidledy bruifed and broken. 
Have you known fuch fweet relief i 

Ves, my friend ! and, by this token, 
Ibtt have Wt.*« the jov op GKttf^^ 
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THE 

BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA. 



^^* At Thebes, in ancient Egypt, was ereAed a fta- 
tue of Memnon, with an harp in his hand, which 
is faid to have hailed with delightful mufip the 
rifln^ fun, and in melancholy tones to have mourn- 
ed his departure. The introdudJon of this cele- 
brated Lyre, on a modern occafion,will be ceniured 
as an Anachronifm by thofe only, who thi^Jk that 
its chords have been touched unikilfully. ^ 



-tIarp of Memnon ! fweetly ftrung 
To the mufic of the fpheres ; 

Whfle the Hero's dirge is fung. 
Breathe enchantment to our cars. 

As the fun's defcending beams. 

Glancing o'er thy feeling wire. 

Kindle every chord, that gleams 

Like a ray of heavenly fire : 

o. 
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L^ thy numbersy foft and flow» 
O'er the plan with cartiage fpreai^ 

Soothe the dying* wliilcthey flow 
To the memory of the dead* 

Bright as Venu$9 newly bom» 
Bluihing at her maiden chams $ 

Freih from ocean n^ the Mom, 
When the trumpet blew to arms. 

O that Tune had ftay'd his flight, 
Ere that Morning left the nudn ; 

fatal as the Egyptian nighty 
When the eldeft bom were flain ! 

lAih'd to madnefi by the wind. 
As the Red-fea-fui^es roar, 

Leave a gloomy gulph behind. 
And devour the fhrinUng fliores 



^ 
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ThuS) with overwhelming priddy 

ft 

Callia's bnghteft9 boldeft boafty 
In a deep and dreadful tidci 
Roll'd upon the British b(^« 

Dauntlefs thefe their itation held. 
Though, with unextinguifh'd ire, 

Gallia's legions, thrice repellM, 

Thrice retuiii'd through blood and fire. 

Thus, above the ftorms of Ume» 

Towering to the (acred fphereS) 
Stand the Pyramids fuUunei 

^Rxxrks amid the "flood df years ! 

Kow the Veteran Chief drew nigh ; 

Conqueft cowering on his creft^ 
Valour beaming from his eye, 

Pity bleedmg in his breaitt. 
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Britain iaw hiin thus advance* 
In her Guardian-Angel's form ; 

But he lower'd on hoftile FrancIi 
Like the Daemon of the Storm* 

On the whirlwind of the war* 
High be rode in vengeance dire l 

To his frienfls a leading ftar* 
To his foes confuming fire* 

Then the mighty pour'd their breatl)^ 
Slaughter feafted on the brave) 

'Twas the Carnival of Death! 
'Twas the Vintage of the Grave ! 

Charged with Abercrombie's doojiii 
Lightning wing'd a cruel ball : 

»Twas the Hei^d of the Tomb, 
And the HEg.o felt the call. 



THE BATTLE OF ALEXANDKXA. >Q9 

Felt — and raifed his arm on higbj 

Yidtoiy well the fignal knewj 
Darted from bis awfiil eyej 

And the force of F&a«ce a'erthrevr* 

But the horrors of that fights 
Were the weeping Muse to tell; 

O 'twould cleave the womb of nighty 
And awake the dead that fell i 

Gafh'd with honourable fcars^ 

Low in Glory's lap they lie : 
Though they fell, they fell like flaw, 

Streaming fplen^our through the fkj^ 

Yet fhall Memory mourn that dayi 

When with expedtation palf^ 
Gf her foldier far away. 

The poor widow hears the tale* 



MO THS BATTLS OF ALBXANDKIA*. 

In imagination wildy 

She (hall wander o'ct- this plain; 
Rave^— and bid her orphan child. 

Seek hit fire, among the flaiii* 

ft 

Gently* from the Weftem deep» 
O ye evening breezes rife ! 

O^er the Lyre of Mem von fweej^ 
Wake its i^irit with your fighs. 

Barp of MsMttOM ! fweedy ftnm|^ 
To the mufic of the fpheres; 

While the Hero's dixge is fiingy 
Breathe enchanlment to our ears*. 

Let thy numbers foft and flow^ 
OV the plain with, carnage ^read^ 

Soothe the dying, while they flow 
Tothe memory of the dead*. 
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Kone but fokmn, tender tones. 
Tremble from thy plsuiitive wires ■^ 

Bark ! — the woimded Warrior groans i 
Hufh thy warbling, — ^he expires* 

Haih !— while Sorrow wakes and weeps : 

O'er his relicks cold and paley 
Night her filent vigil keep8> 

In a mournful momilight veil. 

Harp of M£ MM ON ! from a£tf 

Ere the lark ialute the iky, 
^atch the rifing of the ftar, 

That proclaims the morning niglu 

iSoon the fun's afcending l^ys^ 

In a flood of faallowM lire, 
t)'er thy kindling chords ihall bladEe» 

And thy magic (bul in^idx* 
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Tben ihy tones triumphant pour» 
Let them piexx:e the Hero's grave ; 

Life's tumultuous battle o'er, 
O how fweetly fleep the brave ! 

Fromlhe duft their laurels bloom. 
High they ihoot, and flourifh fiiee ; 

Glory's temple is the tomb! 
Pcath is immortalitf I 



J 
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THE PJLLOir. 



1 flE head that oft this Pillow prefs'di 
That aching head> is gone to reft; 
It's little pleafures now no inore» 
And all its mighty forrows o*cr| 
For erefy in the worm's dark bedf 
For ever fleeps that humble head ! 

My Friend was young, the woxld was new ; 
The world was falfe, my F&iend was true; 
Lowly hb lot, his birth obfcurey 
His fortune hard^ my Friend was poor; 
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To wifdom he liad no pretencet 
A child of fufiering, not of fenie ; 
For Nature never did impart 
A weaker head> a wanner heart. 
Ht8 fervent fouli a foul of flame^ 
Confumed its frail terreftrial frame ; 
That fixe from Heaven fo fiexxrely bum'dy 
That whence it came it foon retum'd : 
And yety O Pillow ! yet to me» 
My gentle Friend furvives in thee» 
In thee> the partner of his bed, 
III theey the widow of the dead! 

On Helicon's infpiring brink, 
1£re yet my Friend had leamM to think. 
Once as he pafs'd the carelefs day 
Among the whifpering reeds at play. 
The Muss of Sorrow wanderM by ; 
Her penfive beauty fixM hi^ eye ; 
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With fvreet aftonifhment he finiled; 
The Gipiey law— ihe ftole the child'; 
And foft on her ambrofial breaft 
Sang the delighted babe to reft, 
Convey'd him to her inmoft grove. 
And loved him with a Mother's love. 
Awakening from his rofy nap. 
And gayly (porting on her lapjf 
His wanton fingers o'er her lyre 
Twinkled like eledric fire |. 
Quick and quicker as they flew. 
Sweet and fweeter tones they drew: 
Now a bolder hand he flings, 
And dives among the deepeft firings )^ 
Then forth the mufic brake like thunder; 
Back he ftarted, wild with wonder ! 
The Muse of Sorrow wept for joy,. 
And clafpM and kifs'd her chofen boy* ■ 
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Ah ! then no more his fmHing hoora 
Were (pent in Childhood's £den«bower% 
The fall from Infant-innocencCy 
The fall to knowledge* drives us thence t 
O knowledge ! worthlefs at the pricet 
Bought with the lofi of Paradise & 
As happy ignorance dedmedt 
And reafon rofe upon his mind^ 
Romantic hopes and fond defires^ 
(Sparks of the foul's inmiortal fires!) 
Kindled within Ms breaffc the rage 
To breathe thm' every future age» 
To clafp the ffitting (hade of famej^ 
To build an eycdafling name> 
O'erleap the narrow vulgar fpaa 
And live beyond the life oC man ! 

Then Nature's charms his heart poffefs'd^ 
And Nature's glory fill'd his breaft: 
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The (Veet Spring-monung's infant isyS) 
Meridian Summei^s youthful blaze^ 
Maturer Autumn's evening mM, 
And hoary Winter's nudaight wild^ 
Awoke his eye^ infpired ^s tongue ;. 
For every fcene he lovedi he fung« 
Eude were his fongs, and ** filly ^x^** 
Till Boyhood blo0bm'dinto Youth : 
Then nobler theovES his ^cy fired»^ 
To bolder flights bis foul afpired ; 
And as the Ni^w-^oon's opening eye- 
Broadens and brightens thro' the ikyt 
From the dim ftreak of weftem light 
To the full orb that rules the night: 
Thusy gathering luftre in its race» 
And ihining thro' infinite fpace^ 
From earth to heaven his Genius foar'd, 
Time and eternity explored^ 



^ » 
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And bail'dy where'er its footfteps trod. 
In Nature's temple. Nature's G0I>; 
Or pierced the human breaft to fcan 
The hidden majefty of Mto ; 
Man's hidden weaknefs too defcried. 
His glory, grandenr, — meannefs, pride;- 
Purfued, along their erring courie. 
The ftreams of paffion to their fouxre ; 
Or in the mind's creation fought 
New ftars of fancy, worlds of thought ! 

^Yet flill thro* all Us flndns would fldw 

A tone of uncomplaining wbe^ 

Kind as the tear in Pity's eye, 

Soft as the flumbering Infant's figfi, 

So fweetly, cxquifitely wild, 

It fpake the Muse of Sorrow's child. 

O Pillow ! then, when light withdrew, 
To thee the fond EnthuQaft flew ; 
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t)n thee, in penfive mood reclincdf 
He pourM his contemplative miud^ 
Till o'er his eyes, ydth mild controulf 
Sleep like a foft enchantment ftole» 
'Chann'd into life his airy fchemeSy 
.And realized his waking dreams. 

Soon from thofe waking dreams, he wokct 
' The fairy fpell of fancy broke ; 
Jn vain he breathed afoul of fire 
Thro* every chord that ftrung his lyre, 
"No friendly echo checr'd his tongue, 
Amidft the wildemefs he fung ; 
Louder and bolder Bards were crown'd» 
Whole diflbnance his mufic drownM : 
The Public ear, the Public voice, 
Defpifed his fong, denied his choice^ 
Denied a name,*-a life in death. 
Denied— a bubble and a breath. 
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Str^t of his fbndefty deareft daSmp 
And difinherited of fame» 
To thee, O Pillow ! thee alone> 
He made his filent anguilh known ; 
His haughty fpirit (corn'd the blow^ 
That laid his high ambition low ; 
But ah ! his looks aflumed in vain 
A cold ineflaUe difiiain» 
While deep he cherifh'd in his breaft 
The fcorpion that confumed his reft* 

Yet other fecret griefs had he^ 
O Pillow! only told to thee : 
Sayy did not hopelefs love intrude 
On his poor bofbm's foUtude ? 
Perhaps on thy foft lap reclined^ 
In dreams the crud Fair w&s kind. 
That he might moit intenfely know 
The bittemeis of waking W6e i 
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Whate'er tliofe pangs from me conceal'd, 
To thee in midnight groans reveal'd ; 
They flung remembrance to defpair ; 
** A wounded Spirit who can bear 1" 
Meanwhile difeafe, with flow decay, 
Mouldcr'd his feeble frame away ; 
And as his evening fun declined 
The fliadows deepen'd o'er his mind. 
What doubts and terrors tlifen poflcfs'd 
The dark dominion of his breaft ! 
How did delirious (ancy dwell 
On Madnefsy Suicide, and Hell ! 
There was on earth no Power to fare : ' 

^But, as he ftiudder'd o'er the grave, 

He faw from realms of light defcend 
The Friend of him who has no friend, 

Religion ! ^Her almighty breath 

Rebuked the winds and waves of death ; 
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She bade the ftorm of fi«nzy ceafcf 
And finiled a calm, and whifper'd peace ; 
Amidft that calm of fweet rcpofe^ 
To HfiATiN his gentle Spirit rofe* 



VERSES 

TO TBS MEMORY OF TBS LATE JOSMfE JSROfTNMp 
OF LOTHERSDALE, 

One of the People called Q;taiers, 

WHO HAD SUFFERED A LONG CONFINEMENT IN TBB 
CASTLE OF YORK, AND LOSS OP ALL HIS WORLDLY 
fROPERTY, FOR CONSCIENCE* SAKE* 



OPiRiT leave thine houfe of clay } 
Lingering Duft relign thy breath ! 
Spirit caft thy chains away ; 
Duft be thou diffolved in death!'* 

Thus thy Guardian Angel fpoke^ 
As he watch'd thy dying bed ; 
As the bonds of life he broke, 
And the ranfom'd Captive fled. 
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" Prifoner, long detained below ; 
Prifoner, now with freedom blcft ; 
Welcome from a world of woe, 
* Welcome to a land of reft 1" 

Thus thy Guardian Angel fang* 
As he bore thy foul on high ; 
While with Hallelujahs rang 
All the region of the Iky. 

—Ye that mourn a Father's lofe, 
Ye that weep a Friend no more ! 
Call to mind the Christiajj crofs, 
Which your Friend, your Father bore. 

Grief and penury and pain 

Still attended on his way, 

And Oppreffion's fcourge and chain,. 

More unmerciful than they. 
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Yet while travelling in diftrcfs, 
('Twas the eldeft curfe of fin) 
Thro' the world's waftc wildemefs. 
He had Paradife within. 

And along that vale of tears. 

Which his humble footftcps trodj 

Still a ihining path appears, 

Where the •Mourner walk'd with GOD, ' 

Till his Master, from above. 
When the promifed hour was come. 
Sent the chariot of his love 
To convey the Wanderer home. 

Saw ye not the wheels of fire, 
And the ftecds that cleft the wind ? 
Saw ye not his foul afpire, 
When his mantle drop'd behind ? 



k. - 
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Ye that caught it as it fella 
Bind that mantle round your breaft; 
So in you his meeknefs dwell. 
So on you his fpirit reft! 

Yet, rejoicing in his lotj 

Still fhall memory love to weep 

0*er the venerable ipot. 

Where hh dear cold relicks fleep^ 

Grave ! the guardian of Ms duft^ 
Grave ! the treafury of the Ikies^ 
Every atom of thy truffc 
Refls in hope again to rife*. 

Hark ! — ^the judgment-trumpet callst 
** Soul re-build thine houfe of clay ;. 
Immortality thy walls, 
And Eternity thy day I'* ,^ 



=^^j 
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THE THUNDER STORM. 



O FOR Evening's browneft fhade T 
Where the breezes play by ftealth 

In the foreft-cindured glade, 

Round the hermitage of Health : 

While the noon-bright mountains blaze 

In the fun's tormenting rays. 

O'er the lick and fuTtry plains, 
Thro' the dim delirious air. 

Agonizing filence reigns. 
And the wannefs of defpair : 

Nature faints with fervent heat, 

--Ah ! her puUc hath ccafed to beat ! 
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Kow in deep and dreadful gloom. 
Clouds on clouds portentous fpread. 

Black as if the day of doom 

Hung o*er Nature's {hnnking head : 

Lo ! the lightning breaks from high, 

—God is coming ! — God is nigh i 



-Hear ye not his chariot wheels. 
As the mighty thunder rolls ? 

Nature, ftartled Nature reels,' 
From the centre to the poles: 

Tremble !— Ocean, Earth, and Sky ! 

Tremble ! — God is pafling by ^ 



Darknefs, wild with horror, forms 
His myflerious Riding place; 

Should He, from his ark of ftorms, 
Rend the veil and (hew his face, 
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At the judgment of his eye, 
All the Univerfe would die. 

Brighter, broader lightnings flafii, 

Hail and rain tempeftuous fall ; 
Louder, deeper thunders crafh, 

Defolation threatens all ; 
Struggling Nature gafps for breath, 
In the agony of death. 

God of Vengeance ! from above 
While thine awfdl bolts are hurl'd, 

O remember Thou art Love ! 
Spare !— O ipare a guilty world ! , 

Stay Thy flaming wrath awhile. 

See Thy bow of promife fmile ! 

Welcome, in the eaftem cloud> 

Meflenger of Mercy dill ! 

R. 
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Kow, ye winds ! proclaim aloud, 

"Peace onEartli, to Man good will!" 
Nature ! God's repenting Child, 
See thy Parent reconciled ! 

Hark ! the Nightingale, afar. 
Sweetly fings the fun to reft, 

And awakes the evening ftar 
In the rofy-tinted weft : 

While the moon's enchanting eye 

Opens paradife on high ! 

Cool and tranquil is the night, 

Nature's fore afflidtions ceafe. 
For the ftorm, that fpent its might, 

\ 

Was a covenant of peace : 
Vengeance drops her harmlefs rod; 
—Mercy is the POWER OF GOD ! 



ODE 

TO THE VOLUNTEERS OF BRITAIN, 
On the prospect of Invasion. 



O roE the death of Thofe, 
Who for their Country die. 
Sink on her bofom to repofe. 
And triumph where they lie ! 

How beautiful in death 
The Warp^ior's corfe appears, 
Embalm'd by fond Affection's breathy 
And bathed in Woman's tears ! 

Their lovelieft native earth 
Enflirinea the fallen Brave; 
In the dear land that gave them birtfc 
They find their tranquil grave. 
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•——But the wild waves ihall fweep 
Britannia's foes away. 
And the blue monfters of the deep 
Be furfdted with prey !■— 

No !— they have 'fcaped the waves, 
'Scaped the iea-monfters' maws^; 
They come ! but O (hall Gallic Slaves 
Give English Freemen laws? 

By Alfred's Spiriti No! 
— 'Ring) ring the loud alarms $ 
Ye drums awakcyye clarions blow, 
Ye Heralds Ihout « to arms I" 

To arms our Heroes fiy; 
And leading on their lines. 
The British Banner in the iky,^ 
The ftar of conq^ucfti fiiijies. 
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The lowering battle fonns 

It's terrible array ; 

Like clafhing clouds in mbuntain-ftormS} 

That thunder on their way ; 

The rufliing armies meet : 
And while th^y pour their breathy 
The ftrong Earth fhudders at their feet^ 
The day grows dim with death. 

Ghofts of the mighty dead ! 

Your Children's hearts iufptfe ; 
And while they on your aihes tread^ 
Rekindle all your fire. 

The Dead to life return ; 

Our fathers' fpirits life ! 

—My Brethren I in your breafts they buioy 

They fpatkk in vovR eyes* 
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Now launch upon the foe 
The lightning of your rage; 
Strike^ ftrike the' aflailing Giants low, 
The Titans of the age. 

They yield, — they break, — they fly ; 
The vidlory is won : 

Purfue !— — they faint, — ^they fell, — they die; 
O ftay ! ^the work is done. 

Spirit of Vengeance 1 reft : 
Sweet Mercy cries, "forbear I'* 
She clafps the vanquiih'd to her breaft ; 
Thou wilt not pierce them there ? 

^Thus vanifh Britain's foct 

From her confuming eye ! 

But rich be the reward of Thofc 

Who gon^uer,-^— Thofe who die ! 
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O'erfliadowing laurels deck 

The living Hero's brows: 

But lovelier wreaths entwine his neck, 

— ^His children and his spoUoC ! 

Exulting o'er his lot, 

The dangers he has braved ; 

He clafps the dear ones, hails the cot. 

Which his own valour iaved. 

^Daughters of Albion I weep; 

On this triumphant plain. 

Your fathers, hulbands, brethren flccp. 

For you and freedom flain. 

O gently clofe the eye 
That loved to look on you 5 
O feal the lip, whofe earlieft fighy 
Whofe lateft breath was true : 
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With knots of fweeteft flowers 

Their winding fheet perfume ; 

And wafli their wounds with true-love fhowers. 

And drefs them for the tomb : 

For beautiful in death 
The Warrior's corfe appears, 
Embalmed by fond Affect ion^s breath, 
And bathed in Woman's tears. 

. Give me the death of Thofc 

Who for their country die ; 
And O be mine like their repofc 
When cold and low they lie ! 

Their lovelieft mother-earth 
Enlhrines the fallen brave. 
In her fweet lap who gave them birth 
They find their tranquil grave. 
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IxsTURNiMG from their ^£mng walk^ 

On yonder ancient fty]e> 
In fweetf romantic^ tender talk. 

Two lovers paufed awhile :-<>• 

Edmund, the monarch of the da1e> 
All-confcious of his powers; 

Ella, the lily of the vale^ 
The rofe of Auburn's bowers! 

In airy Loys's deh'ghtful bands 

He held her heart in vain ; 
The Njrmph denied her willing hands 

To Hymen's awful chain. 

8. 
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« Ah ! why," iaid he, <* our blifs'delay ! 
« Mine Ella ! why fo cold ? 

« 

^ Thofe who but love from day to d|iy» 
From day to day grow old. 

«« The bounding arrow cleaves the iky, 
<< Nor leaves a trace behind ; 

«« And fingle lives like arrows fly, 
« — ^Thcy vanilh thro* the wind. 

« In Wedlock's fweet endearing lot 
•* Let us improve the fcene, 

« That fome may be, when we are not, 
•« To tell— that wc have been." 

w >Tis now," replied the village BeHe, 
^ Saint Mark's myfterious eve i 

(< And all that old fltadittons tell 
« I tremblingly believe :— 
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** Howy when the midnight fi^nal toU% 

" Along the church-yard green^ 
** A mournful train of fentenced fouls 

" In winding flieets are feen ! 

** The ghofts of all, whom Death ihall doom 

" Within the coming year, 
*^ In pale proceifion walk the gloom, 

^ Amid the filence drear ! 

'\ If Edmumd, bold in confeious might, « 

** By love fevercly tried, 
** Can brave the terrors of to-night, 

'< Ella will be his bride/' 

She fpake,— and, like the nimble &wn. 

From Edmund's preience fled: 
He fought, acrols the rural lawn» 

The dweOing of the dead I 
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That filenty folemn^ limple fpot. 
The mouldering realm of peace* 

Where human paiHons are foi^ ! 
Where human follies ceafe ! 

The gliding moon* through heaven ierene* 

Purfued her tranquil way* 
And ihed overall the ileeping icene 

A foft nodumal day* 

With fwelling heart and eager feet. 
Young Edmund gain'dthe church*^ 

And diofe his folitary feat 
Within the dreadful porch* 

Thicky threatening clouds, aflemblbg foo|i) 
Their dragon-wings difplay'd $ 

£clipied the flowH'etiriag mooni 
And qtienchM the ftars in ihade. 
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Amid the deep abyfs of gloom 

No ray of beauty finiled^ 
Save^ gliftenuig o'er fome haunted tomb> 

The glow-worm's luftre wild. 

The village watch-dogs bay'd around^ 

The long grafs whiftled drear, 
The fteeple trembled to the ground. 

Even Edmund quaked with fear« 

All on a fudden died the blaft. 

Dumb horror chill'd the air^ 
While Nature feem'd to paufe aghaft. 

In uttermoft'defpair. 

—Twelve times the midnight herald toll'd 

As ofldid Edmund ftart; 
For every ftroke fiell dead and eold 

Upon his £suntiiig be|rt. 
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Then glaring through the ghaflly gloom, 
Along the church-yard green. 

The deftin'd vidims <^ the tomb 
In winding flieets were iieen. 

In that pale moment Edmund ftood, 

Sick with fcvere furprife ; 
While creeping horror drank his Mood, 

And fix'd his flinty eyes. 

He faw the fecrets of the grave ! 

He iaw the face of Death ! 
No pitying power appeared to lave— 

He gafp'd away his breath ! 

Yet ftill the fcene his foul beguiled. 

And every fpe<ftre caft 
A look, unutterably wild. 

On Edmund, as they pafsM. 
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An on the ground entranced he lay ; 

At length the viiion broke ! 
—When, lo !-ia kifs as cold as day, 

The flumbering Youth awoke. 

That moment, ftreaming through a cloudy 
The fudden moon difplay'd, 
, Robed in a melancholy ihroudi 
The image of a maid. 

Her dufky veil afide &e threw. 

And ihew'd a £ace moft fan: j 
«— To clalp his Ella— Edmund flew> 

And clipt the empty ak ! 

« Ha! who art thou !"— His check grew pale ; 

A well-known voice replied, 
« Ella, the lily of the vale ! 

« ELLA-4hy deftm'd bride !*' 
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To win his neck, her airy arms 

The pallid phantom fpread ; 
Recoiling from her blafted chaims, 

The* affrighted lover fled. 

To ihun the vifionary maid 
His fpeed outftriptthc wind; 

But,— though unfecn to move,— the Ihade 
Was evermore behind ! 

So Death's unerring arrows glidc> 

Yet feem fuipended ftill ; 
l^or paufe, nor fhrink, nor turn afide, 

But finite, fubdue and kill. 

O'er miany a mountan, moor and vale, 

On that tremendous night. 
The Ghoft of Elua, wild and pale, 

Purfued her Lover's flight. 
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But when the dawn began to gleam. 

Ere yet the morning flione, 
She vanifh'd like a nightmare-dream, 

And Edmund ftood alone. 

Three days, bewildered and forlorn. 

He fought his home in vain ; 
At length he hail'd the hoary thorn, 

That crown'd his native plain. 

'Twas evening :— all the air was balm. 

The heavens ferenely clear ; 
When the foft mufic of a pfalm 

Came penfive o'er his ear. 

Then funk his heart ; — a ftrange furmifc 

Made all his blood run cold : 
He flew, — a funeral met his eyes ; 

He paufed,— a death-bell toll'd. 

T. 
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And bending tj'er the Jpot, 
Where all that onee was: Ella lajj. 
He all befide foi^4!^ ! 

ti maniac now, in ^ittmb fkfytiTf 
With love-be<viMer'd mi^n, 

He wanders, weeps dnd watched &er^j 
Among the hillociES green. 

And every Eve of paleSr. MAnfti 

As village hinds rdaite> 
He walks with Ella in the dark. 

And reads the tolls of F^tte ! 



HANNJH, 



At fond fixtcen my roving hcai^:. 
Was pierced by Love's delightful dart: 
Keen tranfport throb'd thro' every veifli 
—I never felt io fweet a jSm ! 

Where circling woods embower'd the glade, 
J met the dear romantic maid : 
I dole her hand, — it fhrunk, — but no I 
I would not let my captive gp* 

Wi^h all the fervency of youth. 
While paffion told tlie talc of truthj. 
I mark'd my Hannah's downcaft cye> 
*Twa8 kind, but beautifully ihy. 
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Not with a warmer, purer ray. 
The Sun, cnamourM, wooes young May ; 
Nor May, with fofter maiden grace, 
Turns from the fun her blufhing face# 

But, fwifter than the frighted dove, 
Fled the gay morning of my love: 
Ah ! that fo bright a mom, fo focn, 
Should vanifh in fo dark a noon i 

The angel of afflidtion rofe, 
And in his grafp a thouland woes j 
He pour'd his vial on my head, 
And all the heaven of rapture fied. 

Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I flood, — and all his wrath defied ; 

I Hood,— -though whirlwinds (hook my hte^f 

And lightnings cleft my foul in twain. 
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1 fliun'dmy nymph ; — ^and knew not wby^ 
I durft not meet her gentle eye ; 
I fliun'd her, — for I could not bear 
To marry her to my dcfpair. 

Yet, fick at heart with hope delay'd, 
Oft the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mindi, * 
And promilt:d happinefs behind. 

The ftorm blew o'er, and in my breaft 
The halcyon peace rebuilt her neft ; 
The ftorm blew o'er, and clear and mild' 
The fea of youth and pleafure liniled* 

'Twas on the merry mom of May» 
To Hannah's cot I took my way ; 
My eager hopes were on the wing. 
Like fwallows fporting in the fpring* * 






( 
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Then as I climb'd the mountaia^ o'er^ 
I lived my wooiQg days once more : 
And fancy Iketch'd my married lof^ 
My wife, my children and my cot 1 

I law the village fteeple rife,-^ 
My foul fprang, fparkling, in my eye&; 
The rural bells rang fweet and clear,— • 
My fond heart liften'd in mine ear* 

I reach'd the hamlet :— all was gay ; ^ 

I love a rufuc holiday I 

I met a wedding)— ftep'd aiide ; 

It pafs'd ; — my Hannah was the bride ! 

< 

• There is a grief that cannot feel; 

It leaves a wound that will not heal; 

My heart grew cold,— it felt nqt thea^ 

Whea ihall it ceaie to feelag^^ 
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A FIELD FLO WER j 

©N FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOOM ON CHRISTMAS ftAT 

1803. 



There is a flower, « little flower, 
.With filvef creft and golden eye. 

That welcomes every changing llcfttr, 
• And weathers every Iky. 

The proixdet Beauties of the fictd, 
In gay but quick fucceffion flilMfe, 
Race after race their honours yteM, 
They flourifh and declftiie. 

But this fmall flower, to Nature ds», 
■^ile moons and ftars thfeh* courfes rilli, 
Wreathes the Whole circle Of the ycar^ 
"^^Companion of the fun; 
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It fmiles upon the lap of May, 
To fultry Auguft fpreads its charms. 
Lights pale Oftober on his way. 
And twines December's arms. 

The purple heath, and golden broom. 
On moory mountains catch the gale. 
O'er lawns the lily flieds perfume, 
The violet in the vale. 

But this bold floweret climbs the hill. 
Hides in the foreft, haunts the glen, 
Plays on the maipn of the rill. 
Peeps round the fox's den. 

Within the garden's cultured round, 
It fhares the fweet carnation's bed ; 
And blopms on confecrated ground 
In honour of the dead. . 
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r 

*¥ he lambkin crops its crimfon gemf 
The wild-bee munnurs on its breafti 
The blue-fly bends its f>enfile (kem^ 
Light o'er the iky4ark'fttieft. 

Tis Flora's page: — ^In every place, 
In every feafdn, finefli and fair, 
't opens with perennial grace. 
And bio Toms every where* 

On wafte and woodland^ rock and plalii> 
Its humble buds unheeded rife; 
The Rofe has but a fummer-reign, 
The DAISY never dies. 
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vop©^^ 



Wikter! retur. 

Thy reign is paft ; 

Hoary Sire! 

Yield the fceptre of Ihy fway, 

Sound thy trumpet in Uie blaftf 

And call thy ftorms away ; 

Winter! retire; 

Wherefore do thy wheels delay I 

Mount the chariot of thine ire» 

And quit the realms of day; 

On thy ftate 

Whirlwinds wait; 

And blood-fhot met^orsiend thee Ughf| 
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Hence to dreary arctic region s^ 
Summon thy terrific legions-; 
Hence to caves of northern night 
Speed thy flight. 

From halcyon feaa 

And purer fkies, 

O fouthem breeze I 

Awake^ arife : 

Breath of heaven ! benignly blow, 

Melt the fnow ; 

Breath of heaven! unchain the floods^ 

ft 

Warm the woods, 

And make the mountains flow. 

Aufpicious to the Mufe's prayer. 

The freftiening gale 

Embalms the vale, 

And breathes enchantment thro' the air ! 



* » 



On its wing 

Floats the Spxing» 

With glowing eye, and golden hair t 

Dark before her Angd-form 

She drives the Demon of the ftorm^ 

X^ike Gladnefs chaGng Care« 

Winter's gloomy night withdra\^Ti| 
Lo! the young romantic Hours 
Search the hill, the dale^ the lawn. 
To behold the SN0W4)R0P white 
Stait to light. 

And ihine in Flora's deiart bpwcrs> 
Beneath the vernal dawn. 
The Morning Star of FlowcW ! 

O welcome to our Iflcy 
Thorn. Mcgctigcr of Pcitcc ! 
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At whofe bewitchiiig fiuHe 

The embattled tempefts cesUe : 

Emblem of Ibnocence andTrtitlx! 

Firftbora of Nature*8 womby 

When ftr«Dg in renoYated yontfay. 

She burfts finom Winter's tomb ; 

Thy Parent's eye hath flicd 

A precious dew-drop on thitie hea4i 

Frail as a Mother's tear 

Upon her infant's face» 

When ardent hope to tender featv^ 

And anxious lore» gives place. 

But lo ! the dew-drop falls awayj^. 

The fun falutes thee with a ray^. 

Warm as a Mother's kifs 

Upon her Infant's cheek. 

When the heart bouhds with bUfi^ 

And joy that cannot fpcak K 
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—When I meet thee by the way. 

Like a pretty, fportive child. 

On the winter-wafied wild. 

With thy darling breeze at play^ 

Opening to the radiant iky 

All the fweetnefs of thine eye ; . 

•—Or bright with funbeams, fixfli with ihower^ 

O thou Fairy-Queen of flowers ! 

Watch thee o'er the plain advance 

At the head of Flora's dance ; 

Simple SNOW-DKOP ! thenmthcc^ 

All thy (ifter train 1 fee ; 

Every brilliant bud that bl(Qwi(,^ . 

From the blue-bell to the rofc ^ .. 

All the beauties that appear.. 

On the bofom of the Year ; 

All that wreathe tlic locks of Springs , 

Summer's ardent breath perfume^ ^ 
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Or on the lap of Autuxxin bloom^ 

'—All to thee their tribute brings 

Exhale their incenfe at thy (hriAey 

— ^Their hues, their odours all are thine ! 

For while thy humble form I view, 

The Mufe*8 keen prophetic fight 

Brings fair Futuritf to light. 

And Fancy's magic- makes the vifion trut* 

— ^There is a Winter in my foul, 
The Winter of defpair ; 
Q when (hall Spring its rage controul? 
When (hall the SNOW-DROP bloflbm there? 
Cold gleams of comfort fometimes dart 
'A dawn of glory on my heart. 
But quickly pafs away : 
Thus Northern-lights the gloom aidoni> 
And give the promife of a mom, 
'^hat never turns to day I 
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«*—— But hark! methinks I hear 
A finall ftill whifper in mine ear $ 
«Rafh Youth! repent, 
^ Afflidions from ^OTe^ 
*< Are Angels lent 
** On embaffies of love. 
« A fiery Legion, at thy births 
** Of chaftening Woes were given, 
** To pluck thy flowers of Hope from earthy 
*^ And plant them high ■ 
w O'er yonder Iky, 
« TransfonnM to ftars,— and fix*d ia heaven/' 
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WRnTEN AT SCARBOROUGH, IN THE SUMMER OF 1805, 



All h^ to the ruifls,* the rocks and the ihores ! 

Thou wide-rolling Ocean, all hail ! 

Now brilliant with fun-beams, and dimpled with 

oars, 
Now dark with the frefh-blowing gale, 
While foft o'er thy bofom the cloud-fhadows fail^ 
And the filver-wing'd fea-fowl on high, 
Like meteors befpangle the iky, 
Or dive in the gulph, or triumphantly ride* 
Like foam on the furges, the fwans of the tide^ 

• Scarbcro* Caple% 
W, 
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From the tumult and fmoke of the city fet free» 

With eager and a^^ul delight. 

From the creft of the mountain I gaze upon thee ; 

I gazcj ^and am changed at the fight ; 

For mine eye is illumined, my Genius takes flighty 
My foul, like the fun, with a glance 
Embraces the boundlefk expanfe^ 
And moves on thy waters, wherever they roll. 
From the day-darting zone to the night-brooding 
pole. 

My Spirit defccnds where the day-fpriag is bom. 

Where the billows arc rubies on fire. 

And the breezes that rock the light cradle of mom 

Are fweet as the Phoenix's pyre : 

O regions of beauty, of love, and defirc ! 

O gardens of Eden ! in vain 

Placed far on the fathomkfs main. 
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Where Nature with Innocence dwelt in her youlb, 
"When pure was her heart, and unbroken her truth. 

But now the fair rivers of Paradife wind 
Through countries and kingdoms o'erthrown ; 
Where the Giant of tyranny crufhes mankind, 
Where he reigns, — and will foon reign alone. 
For wide and more wide o'er the fun-beaming 

zone. 
He ftretches his hundred-fold arms, 
Defpoiling, deftroying its charms ; 
Beneath his broad footftep the Ganges is dry, 
And the mountains recoil from the flaih of his eye. 

Thus thepeftilent Uppas, the hydra of trees, 
Its boughs o'er the wildemefs fpreads. 
And with li\id contagion polluting the bregzc 
Its mildewing influence (hcds j 
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The birds on the wing, and the flowers in their 

beds, 
Are (lain by its venomous breath. 
That darkens the noon-day ^nth death. 
And pale ghofts of Travellers wander' around. 
While their mouldering Ikeietons whiten the 

ground. 

Ah ! why hath Jehovah, in forming the world. 

With the waters divided the land. 

His ramparts of ixxdis round the continent hurl'd^ 

And cradled the deep in his hand. 

If man may tranfgrefs his eternal command ; 

And leap o'er the bounds of his birth 

To ravage the uttermoft earth. 

And viblate nations and reahns that fhould be 

Diilin<^ as the bilfows, yet one at the fea ! 
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There arci gloomy Ocean ! a brotherkfs clan, 
Who travcrfe thy banifliing waves, 
The poor dllinherited outcalls of man, 

I 

Whom Avarice coins into (laves ; 

From tlie homea of their kindred, their fore&therg' 

graves. 
Love, friendfliip, and conjugal blifs^ 
They arc dragg'd on the hoary abyfs ; 
The ihark hears their fhrieks, and afi:ending to day, 
Demands of the fpoiler his fhare of the prey. 

Then joy to the tempeft that whelms them be- 
neath. 

And makes their de(tru(5tion its fport ! 

But woe to the winds that propitioufly breathe^ 

And wafl them in Safety to port 1 

Where the vultures and vampires of Mammon re* 
fort 5 
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Where Europe cxultingly drains 

Her cordials from Africa's veins.; 

Where the image of God is accounted as bafeji 

And the image of Cxfar fet up in its place ! 

The hour is approaching,— a terrible hour I • 

And Vengeance is bending her bow ; 

Abrcady the clouds of the hurricane lour. 

And the rock-rending whirlwinds blow ; 

Back rolls the huge Ocean, — Hell opens below % ; 

The floods return headlong, Ihey fweep 

The flave-cultur'd lands to the deep ; 

In a mdment entomb'd iii the horrible voidi ^ 

By their Maker Himfelf in his anger deftroy'd. 

Shall this be the fate of the cane-planted ifles,. 
More lovely than. clouds in the weft, 
When the fun o'er the ocean defcending id Ihxiler 
Sinks foftly and fweetly to reft i 
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— ^1^0 ! — Father of Mercy ! befriend the opprcft; 

At the voice of thy gofpel of peace, 

May the forrows of Africa ceafe ; 

And the flave and his m after devoutly unite 

To walk in thy freedom, and dwell in thy light ! 

Ahs homeward my weary-wing'd Fancy extends 
'Her ftar-lighted courfe through the Ikies, 

Hrgh over the mighty Atlantic afcends. 

And turns upon Europe her eyes ; 

Ah me 1 what new profpefts, new horrors arife ! 

I fee the war-tempefted flood 

All foaming, and panting with blood ; 

The panic-ftruck Ocean in agony roars, 

Rebounds from the battle, and flies to his fhoret. 

• Alluding to the glorious fuccefs of the Moravian Mif- 
Jionaries among the Negroes in the Wrfl Indiet, 
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For Britannia is wielding her trident tOHday, 
Confuming her foes in her ire, 
And hurling her thunder with abfolute fwaj 
From her wave-ruling chariots of fire S 
-*She triumphs ;— the winds and the waters con- 
fpire 

■ 

To fpread her invincible name ; ' 

The univerfe rings with her fame ; 

— But the cries of the fatherlefs mix with herprailcy 

And the tears of the widow are flied on her bays 1 

O Britain ! dear Britain ! the land of my birth ; 

O Ifle, moft enchantingly fair ! 

Thou Pearl of the Ocean ! Thou Gem of the 

Earth! 
O my Mother ! my Mother ! beware ; 
For wealth is a phantom, and empire a fiiare : 
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O let not thy birth-right be fold 
For reprobate glory and gdd : 
Thy foreign dominions like wild graftings (booty 
They weigh down thy trunk,— they will tear up 
thy root : — 

The root of thine OAK, O my Country ! that ftands 

Rock-planted, :uid flouriihing finee; 

Its branches are ftretchM over t'ar-diftant Iand8> 

And its ihadow eclipfes the £ea: 

The blood of our Anceftors nourifh'd the tree; 

From their tombs, from their aihes it ^rung; 

Its boughs with their trophies are hung ; 

Their fpirit dwella in it :--and hark i for it ipoke ; 

The voice of our Fathers aicends fixim their oa!k» 

^ Ye Britons ! whod well where we conquered of old^ 
Who inherit our battle-field grayes 3 

* 
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We woe noty we wonld not be ilavcs; 
Bstrfinn at our rDckBy' and at free as oar W8ve% 
"The f^an of the Homantinre bioke» 
We never ftoop'd uiuler their-yoke ; 
In the flupwreck of nations we ftood up alone^ 
"*-The worid was great Casak's— but Britain our 
own. 

*' For ages and ages^ with barbarous fee£^ 
The Saxon; Nbrweguui and Gaul» 
We wrefQedi were foii'd/ were tail downy but we 
rofe 
' With new vigour, new- life from eieh frill ; 
3y ail [five njoere cwqui/d .'—WE CON<jaER'D 
THEM ALL! 
' -^The cruel, the cannibal mind. 
We foftcnM/ fubducd and refined ; 
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' Bears, wokes, and fett-moirflef* titty ni&M from 

their den ; 
Wte taught them, we tamed-theoi, nve tan^d^heia 
to men* 

^'Love led tbewildiKuidesin hifiHowerwvTovcQ^iaodflt 

The teqdeFeilytheib:Qnge& of chains! 

Love married our hearts, he united our hands. 

And mingled the blood in our -veins; 

One race we becanote: — on the mountains and , 

plains 
Where the wounds of our country were doied, 
. The Arit of Religion repbfed. 
The unquenchable Altar of Liberty blazed. 
And the Temple of Juftice in Mercy was raifed. 

** Ark, Altar and Temple we left with our breath 
To our children, a facred bequeft ! 
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O guard tbem, O keep them, in life and in death 

So the ihades of your Fathers ihall reft. 

And your fpirits with ours be in paradife bleft ;. 

—Let Ambition, the fin of the Brave> 

And Avarice^ the foul of a Slave, 

Ko longer feduce your affedions to roam 

From Liberty, Juftice, Religion, AT HOME !'* 
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Once in the flight of ages paft, 
There lived a Man : — and WHO was H« ? 
— ^Mortal ! howe'er thy lot be caft> 
That Man refembled Thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth, 
The land in which he died unknown j 
His name hath perifli'd from the earthy 
This truth furvives alone :— • 

That joy and grief, and hope and fe2tr> 
^temate triumph 'd in his breaft ; 
His blifs and woe,— a fmilei a tear I 
«— Oblivion hides the nSu 
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The bounding pulfe^ the languid limb^ 
The changing fpirits' rife and fall ; 

% 

We know that thefe were felt by him> 
For thefe are felt by adL 

He /ufferM,— but his pangs are rfer j 
Enjoy'd, — ^but hiis delights are fled ; 
Had friends, — ^hb friend^ are now no more ; 
And foes, — his foes are dead. 

He loved,— but whom he loved the gnivc 
Hath lo(t in its unconfcicxufr womb : 
O (he was fair !— but nought <:ould fase 
Her beauty from the tomb* 

The rolling f^afons, day and nighty 
Sun, moon and ftars, the earth and matD^ 
Erewhile his portiott> U^ and light, 
Vi^o him exifl in vain. 
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H« Ciw whatever thou haft feen, 
Encountered all that troubles thee j 
He was— whatever thou haft been | 
He is— what thou Ihalt be. 

The clouds and funbeams, o*er his eye, 
That once their (hades and glory threw. 
Have left in yonder filent Iky, 
No veftige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race. 
Their ruins, fince the world began, 
Of HIM afiFord no other trace 
Than this,— -THERE LIVED A MAN J 

THE i N D. 
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